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Mpcc xxxiv. 


Dramatis Perfonæ. 


XING Henry VI. * 
Humphry Duke of Glouceſter, | 
— — B. Wucheſier, & Dale to the King. 
Duke of York, pretending to the Crown. 

Duke of Buckingham, 

Die of Someriet, 827 the King's Party. 
Duke of Suffolk, 

Earl of Salisbury, 1 
* 77 rec! 8 Of the Vork Faction. 
Lord Cliſtord, , the King's Party. 

Lord Say. 

Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. * 
Sir Humphry Stafford. 

| Joung Stafford, his Brother. 

| Alexander len, a Kentiſh Gentleman. 

Young Cliſſord, Son te the Lord Clifford. N 


Edward Plantagenet, ; 
Richard Planfagenet, c Sons to the Duke of York. 


| Vaux. A Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmore — Pirates. 

| Hume and Southwel two Prieſts. 

| Bolingbroke, an Aftrologer. 

"A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch, 

| Thomas Horner, an Armorer, 

| Peter, his Man. 

Mayor of St. Albans. 

Simpcox, an 1mpeſtor. 

| Jack Cade Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick e Butcher, 
| | Smith the Weaver, and ſeveral other. — Rebell. 


Margaret, Queen to King Henry VI. fecretly in Love with 
the Duke 77 Suffolk, 

Dame Eleanor, Wife to the Duke of Glo'ſter. 

Mother Jordan, @ LL itch employ d by the Dutcheſs of 

. Glouceſter. | 

Wife to Simpcox. 
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Petitioners, Aldermen, à Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, with 
Guards, Meſſengers, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE is laid very diſperſedly in ſeveral 
Parts 9 EN AND, 
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The Stcond PART of 


King HENRT VI. 


* 
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Fleur iſb of Trumpets: Then Hautboys, Enter King Henry, 
Duke Hamphry, Salisbury, Warwick, and Beaufort on 
the one fide The Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerſet, and 
and Buckingham on the other. 


SUFFOLK. 


> by your high imperial majeſty, 
EI had in charge at my. depart for 
I France, | | 
As procurator to your excellence, 
To marry Princeis Marg'ret for your 
, _ graces 
A Sept So in the famous ancient city, Tours, 
In preſence of the Kings of France and Sicil, 

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Biſhops, 

I have perform'd my task, and was eſpous'd: 

And humbly now upon my bended knee, 

In fight of Enz/and and her lordly Peers, 

Deliver up my title in the Queen 

[ Preſenting the Queen to the King. 
To your moſt gracious hand, that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſkadow 1 did repreſent ; 


A 2 ' The 


The happieſt giſt that ever Marquiſs gave, 
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Thie faireſt Qucen that ever King rect iv'd. 

K. Ilenty. Salt ariſe. Welcome, Queen Masgaret, 
1 can expreſs no kinder fign of love, 

Than this kind kiis. O Lord, that lend'ſt me life, 
Lend me a heart repleat with thavkfalnefs : 
For thou bait giv'n me, im this beautedus face, 
A world of carthly blcittings to my ſoul, 
If ſympathy of love unite our thoughts, 
Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious 
lord, 
The mutual conf rence that my mind hath had, 
By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams, 
In courtly company, or at my beuds, 
With you mine aider-liefeſt iovereign; 
Nlakes me the bolder to ſalute my King 
With roder terms ; ſuch as ray Wit affords, 
And over-joy of keart coth miniſter. 

K. Hen. Her fight did raviſh, but her grace in ſpeech, 
Fer words clad with wiſdom's majeſty, 

Male me from wondring, tall ro weeping joys, 
Such is the fulneſs of my heart's content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 

All hneel. Long live Queen Margret, England's ha p- 

pineſs. 

Q Mar. We thank you all. [ Flouriſ2. 

Suff. My lord protector, ſo it pleaſe your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 

Between our ſoveraign and the French King Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by conſent. 

Gh. Read;.) Imprimis, it 7s agreed between the French 
King Charles, ard W illiam de la Pole, Mar 7107 of 
Suffolk, ambe a dor for Henry King of England, that the 
ſaid Henry ſhall efpouſe the lady Ma argaret, daughter unto 
Rs King of Naples, Sicilia, and Jeruſalem, and 

r her Queen of England, ere the thirteenth of May 
next? | exfaing. 

Item. That the dutchy of Anjou, and the conntry of Main, 
ſail be releaſed and delivered to the King her father. 

| [ Lets fall the paper. 
K. Henry. Uncle, how now ? 
Gi. Pardon me, gracious lord, 


Some 


— oe ˙—öÜe — ͤ — — ˙ ˙=m̃ 


Hnr.. 
Some ſudden qualm hath firuck me to the heart, 
And dimn'd mine eyes, that I can read no further. 
; o K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray end * 
55 in. Item, That the Dutchics of Anjou and Main ſpall 
; be releaſed and delivered to the King her father, and for 
ſent over of the Ning of England's own proper coft and 
605 arges, WW it bout having any doco rl. 
K. Henry. They pleaſe us well, Lord Marguiſs kneel 
you down; 
We here create thee the firſt Duke of Su, 
And girt thee with the ſword. Couſin of Jerk, 
4 We here d iſcharge your grace from being regent 
* Tth' parts of Fance, till term of eighteen months 
Be full expir'd. IT hanks, uncle Wincheſter, 
Geier, York, Buckingham, and Somer/et, 
Salisbury and Warawick, 
6 We thank you all for this great favour done, 
| In entertainment to my princely Queen, 
Come, let us in, and with all ipeed provide 
To ſee her coronation be perform'd. . 
[ Exeunt King, Queen, aud Suffolk. 
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; Ch. Brave peers of England, pillars of the ſtate, 
1 To you Duke Humphry mult unload his grief, 
5 Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 
% What ! did my brother Henry ſpend his youth, 
£ His valour, coin, and people in the wars ? 
4 Did he fo often lodge in open field, 
5 In winter's coſd, and ſummer's parching heat, | 
To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 8 
£ And did my brother Bedi toil his wits 3 
bY To keep by policy what Heuty got ? 
4 3 Have you your ſelves, Somer/*t, Buckingham, 
Brave V%, and Sal;bury, victorious War: wick, 
Receiv'd deep Scars in France and Normandy ; 
Or hath mine uncle Bed/ord, and my felt, 
With all the learned council of the realm, 
Studied fo long, fat in the council houſe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ? 
And was his highneſs in bis infancy 

A 3 Crowned 
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Crowned in Paris, in deſpight of foes ? 
And ſhall theſe labours and theſe honours die ? 
Shall Henry's conqueſt, Bedford's vigilance, 
Your deeds of war, and all our counſel die! 
O peers of England, ſhameful is this league, 
Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fame, 
Blotting your names from bo . of memory. 
Raſing the characters of your renown, 
Defacing monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car. N ephew, what means this paſſionate Giſcourſe ? ? 
This peroration with ſuch cirumſtances ? 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it ſtill. 

Go. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can: 
But now it. is impoflible we ſhould. 
Suffelk, the new made Duke that rules the roaſt, 
Hath giv'n the dutchy of Ajou and Maine 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whole large ſtyle 
Agrees not with the leanneſs of his purſe. 
1 Sal. Now by the death of him who dy'd for all, 
Theſe countries were the Keys of Nermandy: 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant ſon ? * 
| Var. For grief that they are palt recovery. 
| For were there hope to conquer them again, 
| 
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\ My ſword ſhould ſhed hot blood, mine eyes no tears, 
| Arjou and Maine! my felt did win them both: 

| 'Thoe provinces theſe arms of mine did conquer. 

And are the cities that I got with wounds, 

| Delivered up again with peaceful words ? * 

ll York. France ſhould have torn and rent my very heart, 1 
Before I would have yielded to this league. C 
| I never read but Exgland's Kings have had 
| Large ſums of gold, and dowries with their wives ; 

And our King Henry g.ves away his own, 

| To match with her that brings no vantages. 

| Gh. A proper jeſt, and never heard before, 

i That Szyolt ſhould demand a whole fifteenth, 1 

10 or 
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peaceful W . ? 

York. For Suffolf's Duke, may he be 1 
That dims the honaur of this Warlike Ig: 
France ſtiould, c. 
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For coſt and charges in tranſporting her : 
She ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſtarv'd in France, 
Before — | 

Car. My lord of Gl#fter, now ye grow too hot: 

It was the pleaſure of my lord the King. 

Glo. My lord of Winchefter, I know your mind. 
Tis not my ſpeeches that you do millixe, | 
But 'tis my preſence that doth trouble you. 

Rancour will qut, proud Prelate ; in thy face 
J ſee thy fury: If I longer ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient bickerings. 
Lordings, firewel, and ſay, when J am gone, 
J propheſy'd, France will be loſt ere Jong. [ Exit. 
Car. So, there goes our Protector in a rages 
'Tis known to you he is mine enemy; 
Nay more, an enemy unto you all, 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the King, 
Conſider, lords, he is the next of blood, 
And heir apparent to the -Eng/ib crown. 
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the weſt, 
There's reaſon he ſhould be diſpleas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords, let not his ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
Calling him Humphry, the good Dube of Glo'ſter, 
Clapping their hands, and crying with a loud voice; . 
FJeſu maintain your royal excellence, 
With, God pre/trwve the good Duke Humphry : 
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloſs, 
le will be found a dangerous Protector. 

Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 

He being of age to govern of himſelf ? 

Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me, 

And all together with the .Duke of SH, 
We'll quickly hoiſe Duke Humphry from his ſeat, 

Car. This weighty bufineſs will not brook delay, 
I'll to the Duke of Sei preſently. Exit. 
Som. Couſin of Buckingham, though Humphyy's pride 
And. greatneſs of his place be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
His inſolence is more intolerable 


A. & * Than 
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Than all the princes in the land befide ; 

If G/fter be diſplac'd, he'll be Protector. 

\ Buck. Or Somerſet or I will be Protector, 
Deſpight Duke Humphry, or the Cardinal. 


[Ex. Buckingham and Somerſet, 


Sal. Pride went before, Ambition follows him. 
While theſe do labour for their own preferment, 
Behoves it us to labour fcr the realm, 

I never faw but Humphry Duke of Ger 

Did bear him like a noble gentleman : 

Oft have I ſeen the haughty Cardinal 

More like a ſoldier than a man o'th' church, 
As ſtout and proud as he were lord of all, 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himſelf 
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal. 

Warcvick my fon, the comfort of my age! 

Thy deeds, thy plainneſs, and thy houle-keeping, 
Have won the greateſt favour of the commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humpbry. 

And brother r, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing. them to civil diſcipline; 

Thy late exploits. done in the heart of Fance, 
When thou wert Regent for our ſovereign ; 
Have made thee fear'd and honoutr'd of the people. 
Join we together for the publick good, 

In what we can to bridle and ſuppreſs 

The pride of Sußolt, and the Cardinal, 

With Somerſet's and Buckingham's ambition; 

And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humphry's deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

Var. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country. 

York. And ſo ſays York, for he hath greateſt cauſe. 

Sal. Then let's make haſte, and look unto the main. “ 


[Ex. Warwick and Salisbury. 
. Manet. 


*_— unto the main. 
Nr. Unto the main? Oh father, Main is loſt, 
That Main, which by main force Waraick did win, 

And would have kept, ſo long as breath did laſt: 
Main-chance, father, you meant, but I meant Main, 
Which I will win frem France, or elſe be ſlain. 


— 
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King HENRY VI. 9 
Manet Vork. 


York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French, 
- Paris is loſt, the ſtate of Normandy 
7 Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 
Suffolk concluded on the articles, 
The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd 
ö To change two dukedoms for a Duke's fair daughter. 
15 ] cannot blame them all, what is't to them? 
"Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap penn'worths of their pillage, : 
9 And purchaſe friends and give to curtezans, 
> Still revelling like lords till all be gore; 
While as the filly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands, 
: And ſhakes his head, and trembling ſtands aloof, 
1 While all is ſhar'd, and all is born away; 
2; Ready to flarve, and dare not touch his own. 
So 7ork mult fit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 
| While his own lands are bargain'd for, and fold. 
{ Methinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland, 
| Bear that proportion to my fleſh and blood, 
As did the fatal brand Althea burnt, 
Unto the prince's heart of Calidon. 
Anrjou and Maine both given unto the French! 
Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 
Ev'n as I have of fertile Ergiand's ſoil, 
A day will come when 7074 ſhall claim his own, 
And therefore I will take the New:/l; parts, 
And make a ſhew of love to. proud Duke Humphry z 
And when I ſpy advantage, claim the crown; 
For that's the golden mark I ſeek to hit. 
Nor flall proud Lancaſter uſurp my right, 
Nor hold the ſcepter in his childiſh fiſt, 
FP Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 
Whole church-like humour fits not for a crown. 
Then Vr be ſtill a while, till time do ſerve : 
Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleep, 
To pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate ; 
Till Henry furfeiting in joys of leve, 
With his new bride, and Englaud's dear bought Queen, 
And Hamphry with the peers be fall'n at jars. 
A by - *F hen 
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Then will I raiſe aloft the milk- white roſe, 

With 'whoſe ſweet ſmell the air ſhall be perfum'd ; 

And in my ſtandard bear the arms of Yor4, 

To grapple with the houſe of Lancaſter ; 

And force perforce I'll make him yield the crown, 

Whoſe bookith rule hath pull'd fair Erg/and down. 
[Exit York. 


Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleanor, 


Elean. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen'd corn 
Hanging the head with Ceres* plenteous load ? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his brows, 
As owning at the ſavours of the world ? 
Why are thine eyes fixt to the ſullen earth, 
Gazing at that which ſeems to dim thy fight ? 
What ſeeſt thou there? King Herry's diadem, 
Inchas'd with all the honours of the world ? 
If ſo, gaze on, and grovel on thy fzce, 
Until thy head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold: 
What, is't too ſhort? I'll Tengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav'd it up, 
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven; 
And never more abaſe our ſight ſo low, 
As to vouchſafe one glance unto the ground. 
6. O Nell, ſweet Nell, if thou doſt love thy lord, 
Baniſh the canker of ambitious thoug nts : 
And may that thought, when I imagine il! 
Againſt my King and nephew virtuous Henry, 
Be my laſt breathing in this mortal world. 
My troublous dreams this night to make me fad, 
Elan. What dream'd my lord? tell me, and I'll re- 
quite it | 
With ſweet rehearſal of my morning's dream. 
S.. Methought this ſtaff, mine office badge in court, 
Was. broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot, 
But as I think, it was by th' Cardinal; 
And on the pieces of the broken wand 
Were plac'd the heads of Edmund Duke of Somerſet, 
And William de la Pole firſt Duke of Suffolk. | 
This was the dream; what it doth bode, God knows. 
Elan, Tut, this was nothing but an argument 


That 
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| King HENRY VI. 11 
That he that breaks a ſtick of G/'fer's grove, 
Shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 
But liſt to me, my Humphry, my ſweet Duke: 
Methought I {at in ſeat of majeſty, 
In the Cathedral church of Weftmin/ter, 
And in that chair where Kings and Queens were crown'd ; 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me, 
And on my head did ſet the diadem. 
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muſt I chide outright : 
Preſumptuous dame, ill-natur'd Eleanor, 
Art thou not ſecond woman in the realm, 
And the Protector's wife, bolov'd of him? 
Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 
Above the reach or com paſs of thy thought? 
Arid wilt thou ſtill be hammering treachery, . 
To tumble down thy husband and thy {ſelf 
From top of honour to diſgrace's feet? 
Away from 'me, and let me hear no more: 
Elean. What, what, my lord, are you fo choleric.. 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 
Next time [il keep my dreams unto my ſelf, 
Anil not be check'd. 
Gio. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again. 
Enter Menger. a 
Mes. My lord Protector, tb his H ighneſs' pleaſure, 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Where: is the King and Queen do mean to hawk, 
Glo. I go: come Nell, thou wilt ride with us? 
| [Ex. Glo. +; 
Elean. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow preſently, 
Follow I muit, I cannot go before, 
While G//ter bears this baſe and humble mind, 
Were | a man, a Duke, and next of blood, 
] would remove theſe tedious ſtumbling. blocks. 
And ſmooth my way upon their headleſs necks. 
And being a woman, I will not be ſlack 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there? Sir John; nay, fear not, man, 
We are alone, here's none but thee and I. 


Enter Hume. 


Hume. Jeſus preſerve your Royal Majeſty, 


Elan; ? 
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Elean. What fay'ſt thou? Majeſty ? I am but Grace, 
Hume. But by the grace of God, and Hume's ad- 
vice, 
Your grace's title ſhall be multiply'd. | 
Elean. What ſay'ſt thou, man? haſt thou as yet con- 
ferr*d | 
With Margery Jordan, the cunning witch ; 
And Roger Bolingbroke the conjurer, 
And will they undertake to do me good? 
_—_ This they have promiſed, to ſhew your high- 
neſs, 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of under ground, 
That thall make anſwer to ſuch queſtions 
As by your grace ſhall be propounded him, 
Elean. It is enough, I'il think upon the queſtions : 
When from St. Albaus we do make return, 
We'll tee thoſe things effected to the full. 
Here Hume, take this reward, make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty caule. 
[Exit Eleanor. 
Hume. Hume muſt make merry with the Dutche!s 
old : 
Mary and ſhall ; but how now, Sir John Hume ? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum 
The buſineſs asketh ſilent ſecrecy. 
Dame £Eleanzr's give gold to bring the witch: 
Gold cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a devil. 
Yet have I gold flies from another coaſt : 
I dare not ſay from the rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Sufu ; 
Yet Ido find it ſo: for to be plain, 
They (Knowing Eleanor's aſpiring humoui) 
Flave hired me to undermine the Dutcheſs, 
And buz theſe conjurations in her brain, 
They ſay, a crafty knave does need no broker; 
Vet am I Suffo/#'s and the Cardinal's broker. 
Hume, if you take not heed, you ſhall go near. 
To call thera beth a pair of crafty knaves. 
Well, ſo it ſtands ; and thus I fear at laſt, 
Hum?'s knavery will be the Dutcheſs' wreck, 
And her attainture will be Humphry's fall; 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have gold for all. (Exit. 


Entan 


King HEN RV VI. 13 
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's man being one. 


1 Pet, My maſters, let's ftand cloſe, my lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then we may 
deliver our ſupplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's a good 
man, Jeſu bleſs him. 


Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 


1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with 
him: I'il be the firſt ſure. | 
2 Pet. Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Sufe/t, 

and not my lord Protector. 

Suf. How now, fellow, would'ſt any thing with me? 

1 Pet, I pray, my lord, pardon me, I took ye for my 
lord Protector. | 

Q. Mar. To my lord Protector? [reading] Are your 
ſupplications to his lordſiip ? let me fee them; what is 
thine ? 

1 Pez. Mine is, and't pleaſe your grace, againſt John 
Goodman, my lord Cardinal's man, for keeping my houſe 
and lands, and wife, and all from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too? that's ſome wrong indeed. What's 
vours? what's here? [Reads.} Againſt the Duke of Suf- 
folk, for incloſing the Commons of Melford. How now, 
Sir Knave ? 


2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole townſhip. 

3 Pet. Againſt my maſter, Thomas Horner, for faxing, 
that #he Duke of York was rzzhtful heir to the crown ? 

Q. Mar. What did the Duke of Yorkt ſay, he was 
vightful heir to the Crown. 

3 Pet. That my miſtreſs. was? no, forſooth ; my 
maſter ſaid that he was; and that the King was an 
uſurper. 

Suf. Who is there? Take this fellow in, and ſerd 
for his maſter with a purſuivant, preſently ; we'll hear 
more of your matter before the Kang. [Exit Serv, 

Q Mar. And as for you that love to be protected 
Under the wings of our Protector's grace, 

Begin your ſuits anew, and ſue to him. 
| [Tears the ſupplications, 
Awap 


Strangers in court do take her for the Queen; 
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Away, baſe cullions : Sh, let them go. 

All. Come, let's be gone. [Exennt. 

Q. Mar. My lord of Salt, ſay, is this the guiſe! ? 
Is this the faſhion in the court of England? 

Is this the government of Br:2ain's "Iſle ? 
And this the royalty of Albicu's King? 
What, ſhall King Henry be a pupil ſtill, 
Under the ſurly Gloiſter's governance ? 

Am I a Queen in title and in ſtyle, 

And mult be made a ſubject to a Duke? 

I tell thee, Pole, when in the city J 
Thou ran'ſt a tilt in honour of my love, 
And ſtol'ſt away the ladies hearts of France ; 
I thought King Henry had reſembled thee 
In courage, couriſhip, and proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holineſs, 

To number Are Maries on his beads ; 

His champions are the prophets and apoſtles, 
His weapons holy ſaws of ſacred writ, 

His ſtudy in his ti!t-yard, and his loves 

Are brazen images of canoniz'd ſaints. 

T wovll the college of the Cardinals 

Would cauſe him Pope, and carry him to Ree, 
And ſet the tripple crown upon his head; 
That were a ſtate fit for his holineſs : 

Sif. Madam, be patient; as I was the cauſe 
Your hiehne!s came to England, fo will I 
In England work your grace's full content. 

Q. Mar. Beſide the proud Protector, have we Peau. 

ford. 
Th' imperious churchman ; Somerſet, Puckingham, 
And grumbling York ; and not the leaſt of theſe 
But can do more in England than the King. 

Suf. And he of theſe that can do moſt of all, 
Cannot do more in Emgland than the Nevis; 
Salisb'ry and Var wick are no ſimple Peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all theſe lords do vex me half ſo much, 
As that proud dame, the lord Protector's wife: 

She ſweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an Empress than Duke Humphry's wiſe, 


She 
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She bears a Duke's revenues on her back, 

And in her heart ſhe ſcorns our poverty. 

Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her ? 

Contemptuous baſe-born caliot as ſhe is, 

She vaunted 'mong{t her minions other day, 

The very train of her worſt wearing gown 

Was better worth than all my father's lands, 

Till Suh gave two Dukedoms for his daughter. 
Suf. Madam, my. ſelf have lim'd a buſh for her, 

And plac'd a quire of ſuch enticing birds, 

That ſhe will light to liſten to their lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So let her reſt; and madam liſt to me, 

For I am bold to counſel you in this ; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet mult we join with him and with the lords, 

Till we have brought Duke Humphry in diſgrace. 

As for the Duke of York, this late complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit. 

So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 

And you your ſelf ſhall ſteer the happy helm. 


To them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal 
Bockingham, York, Salisbury, Warwick, and abe, 
Dutch Bs. 


K. Henry. For my part, noble Lords, I care not 
which, 

Or Somerſet, or York, all's one to me. 

York. If York have ill demean'd himſelf in Fance, 
Then let him be deny'd the Regentſhip. 

Som. If Somerſet be unworthy of the place, 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 

Mar. Whether your grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Diſpute not that, York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters ſpeak: 

Var. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck, All in this preſence are thy betters, Warwick, 

War. Warwick may live to be the belt of all. 

Sal. Peace, fon; and fhew ſome reaſon, Buckingham, 
Why Somer/et ſhould be preferr'd in this? 

Q. Mar. Becauſe the King, forſooth, will have it ſo. 

G/o. Madam, the King is old enough himſelf 1 

0 


— — — — 


16 The Second Part of 


To give this yes , theſe are no woman's matters, 
- Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be Protector of his excellence ? : 
61e. Madam, I am Protector of the realm, 
And at his pleaſure will reſign my place. 
Suf. Reſign it then, and leave thine inſolence. 
Since thou wert King, (as who is King but thou?) 
The common-wealth hath daily run to wrack. 
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the ſeas, 
And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bond-men to thy ſov'raignty. k 
Car. The commons haſt thou rack'd, the clergy": : 
bags | 
Are 05, and lean with thy extortions. 7 x 
Sem. Thy ſumptuous buildings, and thy wife's attire, 9 
Have coſt a maſs of publick treaſury. is 
Buck. Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law. 
And left thee to the mercy cf the law, 
Q. Mar. Thy fale of offices and towns in France, 1 
If they were known, as the ſuſpect is great, 


Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 
[Exit Go. 
Give me my fan; what, minion? can ye not ? 
[ She gides the dutcheſs a box on the car. 
TIcry you mercy, Madam; was it you ? 
| © Elean. Was't I? yea, I it was, proud French-woman : 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, N 
| I'd ſet my ten commandments in your face. | 
K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet, 'twas againſt her I 
will. 
Elan. Againſt her wül, good King ? look to't in | 
. time, f 
She'll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby: 
Though in this place moſt Maſter wears no breeches, 
She ſhall not firike dame Eleanor unrevenged. 
[Exit Eleanor, 
Buck. Lord Cardinal, Fll follow Eleanor, 
And liſten after Humphry, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now, her fume can need no ſpurs, 
| She'll gallop faſt enough to her deſtruction. 
A [Exit Buckingham, 
0 Re entar 
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Re enter Duke Humphry. 


4 Gl. Now, lords, my choler being over blown 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 
As for your ſpightful falſe objections. 
Prove them, and I lye open to the law, 
But God in mercy deal ſo with my foul], 
As I in duty love my King and country, 
But to the matter that we have in hand : 
| I fay, my Sovereign, York rs meeteſt man 
= To be your Regent in the realm of France. 
5 Suf. Before we make election, give me leave 
To {hew ſome reaſon of no little force, 
Ihat 7% is moſt unmeet of any man. 
+ Pork. I'll tell thee, Sell, why I am unmeet: 
is Firſt, for I cannot flatter thee in pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
My lord of Somerſet will keep me here 
Without diſcharge, mony, or furniture, 
1 Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
0 Laſt time, I danc'd attendance on his will, 


e 
* d 


Till Paris was beſieg'd, famiſh'd and loft. 
War. That I can witneſs, and a fouler fact 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 
$ Suf. Peace, head-ſtrong Warwick. 
War. Image of pride, why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter Horner the Armorer, and his Man Peter. 


S. Becauſe here is a man accus'd of treaſon, 
Pray God the Duke of Vr excuſe himtelf, 
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i Tork. Doth any one accuſe 7574 for a traitor ? "v 
K. Henry. What mean'it thou, Suffo/k ? tell me, y 


what are theſe ? 

Sf. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this is the man 
That doth accuſe his maſter of high treaſon : 
H:s words were theſe ; that Richard Duke of York 
Was rightful heir unto the Eng/z crown, 
And that your Majeſty was an uſurper. 

K. Henry. Say, man, were theſe thy words? 

Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty, I never ſaid nor 
thought any ſuch matter; God is my witneſs, I am 
falſly accus'd by the villain. 


— 
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Peter. By theſe ten bones, my lord, he did ſpeak 
them to me in the garret one night, as we were {cow'r- 
ing my lord of Yor#'s armour. | 

York. Baſe dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

I' have thy head for this thy traitor's ſpeech : 
I do beſeech your royal Majeily, 
Let him have all the rigor of the law. 

Arm. Alas, my lord, hang me if ever I ſpake the 
words. My accuſer 1s my prentice, and when I did 
correct him for his fault the other day, he did vow 
upon his knees he would be even with me. I have 
good witneſs of this; therefore J beſeech your Majeſty, 
do not caſt away an honeſt man for a villain's accula- 
tion. 

K. Henry. Uncle, what ſhall we iay to this in law? 

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge: 

Let Somer/et be Regent o'er the French, 
Becauſe in 79r4 this breeds ſuſpicion. 

And let theſe have a day appointed them 

For ſingle combat in convenient place 

For he hath witneſs of his ſervant's malice. 
This is the law, and this Duke Humphry's doom. 

Som. 1 humbly thank your royal} Majeſty. 

Arm. And I accept the combat willingly. 

Peter. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; for God's fake 
pity my caſe ; the ſpight of man prevaileth againſt me. 
O lord have mercy upon me, I ſhall never be able zo 
ſight a blow: O lord, my heart! 

G1. Sirrah, or you mult fight, or elſe be hang'd. 

K. Henry. Away with them to priſon ; and the day of 
combat ſhall be the laſt of the next month. Come, 
Somer/et, we'll fee thee fent away. 


Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, and Bolingbroke. 


Hume. Come my maſters, the Dutcheſs I tell you ex- 

cts performance of your promiſes. 

Boling. Maſter Hume, we are therefore provided: will 
ker Jady ſhip behold and hear our exorciſms ? 

Hume. Ay, what clie ? fear not her courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman of 
an invincible ſpirit ; but it ſhall be convenient, Maſter 


Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be buſie aged: 
an 
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and ſo I pray you go, in God's name, and leave us. [Exit 
Hume.] Mother Jordan, be proftrate and grovel on the 
earth, John Southawel, read you, and let us to our work. 


Exter Eleanor above. 


Elean. Well faid, my maſters, and welcome to all: 
to this geer, the ſooner the better. 
Boling. Patience, good lady, wizards know their times : 
Deep night, dark night, the ſilent of the night, 
The time of night when Troy was ſet on fire, 
The time when ſcreech-owls cry, and ban dogs how, 
When ſpirits walk, and ghoſts break up their graves 3 
That time beſt fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you and fear not; whom we raite 
We will make faſt within a hallow'd verge. 
Here they perform the ceremonies, aud make the circle, 
Bolingbroke, or Southwel reads, Conjuro te, Wc, Ut 
thunders and lightens terribly ; then the Spirit riſetb. 
Spirit. Adſum. 
M. Jord. A/mouth, by the eternal God, whoſe name 
And power thou trembleſt at, tell what I ask ; 
For till thou ſpeak, thou ſhalt not paſs from hence. 
Spirit. Ask what thou wik. — That I had ſaid, and 
done 
Boling. Firſt of the King: What ſhall of him become? 
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe: 
Nut him out live, and die a violent death. 


A. the Sperit ſpeaks they write the anſwer, 


Baling, Tell ine what fates await the Duke of Suffolk? 
Spend. By water ſhall he die, and take his end. 
Beling. What ſha'l befal the Duke of Somer/et ? 
Spirit, Let him ſhun caftles. 
Safer ſhall he be on the ſandy plains, 
Than where caſtes mounted ftand. 
Have done, for more I kardly can endure. 
Boling. Deſcend to darkneſs, and the burning lake: 
Falſe fiend avoid. [Thunder and lightning. Spirit deſcends. 


Enter the Dude of York, and the Duke of Buckingham, 


a > pY - „ 
f 0119 thetr Guard, and break in. 


Yer#, Lay hands upon theſe traitors and their traſh 
Beldame, I think we watch'd you at an inch. ; 
What 
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What, madam, are you there? the King and realm 
Are deep indebted for this piece of pains ; 
My lord Protector will, I doubt it not, 
Sec you well guerdon'd for theſe good deſerts. 

Zlean. Not half fo bad as thine to England's King, 
Injurious Dulce, that threat'ſt where is no cauſe. 

Back. True, madam, none at all: What call you this? 
Away with them, let them by clapp'd vp cloſe, 
And kept apart. You, madam, ſhall with us. 
Staferd, take her to thee. 
We'll {ee your Trinkets here forth-coming all. 

[Exeunt Guard with Jordan, Southwel, Sc. 

The King is now in progre eſs tow'rds St. Albans, 
With him the husband of this lovely lady : 


Thither go theſe news, as fait as horſe can carry them: 
A forry breakfaſt for my lord Protector. 


Buck. Your grace ſtall give me leave, my lord of York, 
To be the poſt, in hope of his reward. 
York, At your pleaſure, my good lord. 


* Southwell, Sec. 


+ 7ork. Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch'd her 
well; 
A pretty plot, well chooſe to build upon. 
Now, pray my lord, let's ſee the devil's writ. 
What have we here ? [ Reads, 
The Duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall depoſe ; 
But bim out-live, and die a golent death, 
Why, this is juſt, As te acidem Romams vincere fot. 
Well, to the reſt: 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of S? 
By water all he die and take his end. 
What ſhall betide the Duke of Somer/ct ? 
Let him ſhun caſtles, 
Safer fhull he 7 upon the ſandy plains, 
Wan where caſtles mounted ſtand. 
Come, come, my lords, 
Theſe oracles are hardly attain'd, 
And hardly underſtocd. 
The King is now, &c. 
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Who's within there, ho? 


Tuber a Serwant- man. 
Invite my lords of Sa//:bury and FFarwick, 
1 o-fup with me to-morrow night. Away, [ Exeunt. 
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Euter King Henry, Queen, Protector, Cardinal, and 
uffolic, with Faulhners ballwinz, 


2. Mar. F3ELIEVE me, lords, for flying at the brook, 
5 ſaw no better {port theſe {even years day; 
Yet by your leave, the wind was very high, 
And ten to one old Jean had not gone out. 
K. Henry. But what a point, my lord, your Faulcon 
made, 
And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt : 
To ſee how God in all his creatures works! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 
Suf. No marvel, an it like your Majeſty, 
My lord Protector's Hawks do tovre fo well; 
They know their maſter loves to be aloft, 
And bears his thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch. 
G-. My lord, *tis but a baſe ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can ſoar. 
Car. I thought as much, he'd be above the clouds. 


* G4, Ay, my lord Card'nal, how think you by that? 


Were it not good, your grace could fly to heav'n ? 
K. Henry. The treaſury of everlaiting joy ? 
Car. Thy heaven is on earth, thine eyes and thoughts 
Bent on a crown, the treaſure of thy heart : 
Pernicious Protector, dangerous peer, 
That ſmooth'ſt it ſo with King and common-weal. 
Glo. What, Card'nal ! Is your prieſthood grown ſo 
peremptory? 
Churchmen ſo hot? good uncle, hide ſuck malice. 
Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
So good a quarrel, and ſo bad a peer. 
Glo. As who, my lord? 
S. Why, as yourſelf, my lord, 
An't like your lordly, lord ProteQorſhip. 
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lo. Why, Suffelk, England knows thine inſolence. 
Q. Mar. And thy ambition, G/ofer. 
R. Henry. 4 prithee peace, good Queen, 
And what not on theſe too-too furious peers, 
For bleſſed are the peace-makers on earth. 
Car. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 
Againſt this proud proteQtor with my ſword. 
G,. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come to”) 


that. 
Car. Marry, when thou dar'ſt. | 
Ge. Mike up no faftious numbers for that 
matter, „LA. 
In thine own perſon anſwer thy abuſe. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ſt not peep : | 
And if thou dar'ſt, this evening, 


On the eait fide of the grove. | i 


K. Henry. How now, my | lords ? 
Car. Believe me, unn Geer, 
Had not your man put up the fowl fo ſuddenly, 
Wes had more ſport— Come with thy two:hand ſword, 
[ Hfde to Glo. 
Ob. True, uncle, are ye advis'd ?—— The caſt ſide the 
grove. | 
Cardinal, I am with you. LAſede. 
K. Henry. Why how now, uncle Ger? 
Ch. Talking of hawking, nothing elle, my lord. 
Now, by God's mother, prieſt, I'Il ſhave your crown 
for this, 


Or all my fence ſhall fail. Ab. 


Car. | fide.) Protector, ſee to't well, protect your ſelf. 
K. Henry. 'T he winds grow high, ſo do your ſtomachs, 
lords. 


How irkſome is this muſick to my heart ? 
When ſuch ſtrings jar, what hope of harmony: 
J pray, my lords, let me compound this ſtrite, - 


Enter one crying, A Miracle. 


Gl. What meons this noiſe ? 
Fellow, what miracle doſt thou proclaim ? 
One. A miracle, a miracle! 
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle. 
One. Ferſooth, a blind man at St. Abau's ſhrine, , 
4 Within 
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Within this half hour hath. receiv'd his fight," 
A man that ne'er ſaw in his life before. 

K. Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to believing ſouls 
Gives light in darkneſs, comfort in deſpair ! 


Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his brethren, bearing 
Simpcox between two in a chair, Simpcox's wife fot. 
lowing. 


Car. Here come the townſmen on proceſſion, 
Before your highneſs to preſent the man. 
K. Henry. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by his ſight his fin be multiply'd. 
Gh. Stand by, my maſters, bring him near the King, 
His Highneſs' pleaſure is to talk with him. 
K. Henry. Good-fellow, tell us here the cirgumſtance, 
That wg, for thee, may glorifie the Lord. 
What, haſt thou been long blind, and now reſtor'd? 
Simp. Born blind, and't pleaſe your grace. 
Wife. Ay, indeed was he. 
Sf. What woman is this? | 
Wife. His wife, and't like your worſhip. 
Glo. Had'it thou been his mother, thou - could t have 
better told. 
K. Heury. Where wert thou born? 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, ancht like your grace. 
K. Henry. Poor ſoul, God's goodneſs hath been great 
to thee : 
Let never day or night unhallowed paſs, 
But ſtill remember what the Lord hath done. 
Queen. Tell me, good fellow, cam'ſt thou here by 
chance, 
Or of devotion, to this holy ſhrine ? 
Simp. God knows of pure devotion, being call'd 
A hundred times and oftner, in my ſleep, 
By good St. Alban; who faid, Simpcox, come, 
Come offer at my ſhrine, and I will help thee. 
Ni. Moſt true, forſooth ; and many a time and of 
My ſelf have heard a voice to call him ſo. 
Car. What, art thou lame ? 
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me, 
Sf. How cam:{ thou ſo ? 
Simp. A fall off a tree. 
e : Wife. 
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Nie. A plun-tree, maſter. 
Glo. How long haſt thou been blind? 
Simp. O born to, maſter. 
Gio. What, and would'ſt climb a trec ? 
Si-p. But once in all my life, when I was a yeuth, 
ie. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 
Gb. Mats, thou lov'it plums well, that wouldit ven- 
tare ſo. 
$1:þ. Alas, good Sir, my wife defir'd ſome damſons, 
And niave me climb, with danger of my lite. 
G/. A ſubtle knave, but yet it ſhal] not ſerve ; 
Let's fee thine eyes, wink now, now open them, 
In my opinion, yet, thou ſeeſt not well. 
Simp. Yes, maſter, clear as day, I thank God and St. 


+ 


: Alban. 
Cl. Say' thou me ſo? what colour is this eloak of Þ : 
Simp. Red, maſter, red as blood. ſmine ? Þ 


Ce. Why that's well faid : What colour is my gown of? 
Simp. Black, forſooth, coal-black, as jet. $ 
K. Henry. Why then thou know'ſt what colour jet is 

of ? 

Syf. And yet, I think, jet he did never ſee. 
Gh. But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a many, 
Nie. Never before this day, in all his life. 
G/o. Tell me, Sirrah, what's my name? | 
Simp. Alas, maſter, I know not. | 
Ge. What's his name? ? 
Simp. I know not. 
Gh. Nor his? 
Simp. No indeed, maſter. 
Gh. What's thine own name? 134 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it pleaſe you, maſter, 
Go. Saunder, fit there, the ly ing'ſt knave in chriftendom! 

Tf thou hadit been born blind, 

Thou might'ſt as well know all our names, as thus 


T'o know the ſeveral colours wedo wear. A 
Sight may diſtinguiſh colours: L 
But ſuddenly to nominate them all, C 
It is impoſſible. ( 
My lords, St. Aan here hath done a miracle: 1 
Would ye not think that cunning to be great, D 
That could reſtore this cripple to his legs? * 
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Simp. O maſter, that you could! 

Glo. My maſters of St. Albans, 
Have you not beadles in your town, 
And things call'd whips ? 

Mayor. Yes, my lord, if it pleaſe your grace. 

Gh. Then ſend for one preſently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither ſtraight. [ Exit. 

Gh. Now fetch me a {tool hither. Now, Sirrah, if 
you mean to fave your ſelf from whipping, leap me over 
this ſtool, and run away. 

Simp. Alas maſter, I am not able to ſtand alone : You 
go about to torture me in vain. 


Enter a Beadle with whips. 


Ch. Well, Sir, we mult have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that ſame ſtool. 

Bead. I will, my lord. Come on, Sirrah, off with 
your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, maſter, what ſhall I do? I am not able 

. to ſtand. | 

K. Henry. O God, ſeeſt thou this, and bear'ſt fo long! 

Deen. It made me laugh to ſee the villain run. 

Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Ge. Let him be whipt through ev'ry market-town, 
Till they come to Berævich, from whence they came. 

[Exit Beadle, 

Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to-day. 

Suf. True, made the lame to leap and fly away. 

G/o. But you have done more miracles than 1; 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 


© 


Enter Buckingham. 


K. Henry. What tidings with our couſin Buckingham ? 
Buck, Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold: 

A fort of naughty perſons, lewdly bent, 

Under the countenance and confederacy 

Of lady Eleanor, the ProteQor's wife, 

{The ring-leader and head of all this rout) 

Have pra&tis'd dangerouſly againſt vour ſtate, 

Dealing with witches and with conjurers, 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact, 
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Raiſing up wicked ſpirits from under ground ; 
Demanding of King Henry's life and death, 
And other of your highnels' privy-council, 
As more at large your grace ſha!l enderſtand. 


Car. And fo, my lord Protector, by this means ; 
Your lady is' forth coming, yet at London. 4 
This news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's edge. , 
Tis like, my lord, you will not Keep your hour. 5 

[Hide to Glo'ſter. 

G7. Ambitious church- man, leave t'afflict my heart: 

Sorrow and grief have vanquiſh'd all my powers ; ; 


And vanquiih'd as I am, I yield to thee, 


K. Jur. O God. what miſchiefs work the wicked ones 
1ea ping Kas ion on Heir own heads ? 
2 ueen. Gio fter, fee here the tainture of thy neſt, 
And look thy ſelf be fauitle 's, thou wert beſt. 
Ch. Madam, for me, to © Heav 'n Wa do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my king and common-weat : 


And for my wife, I knov: not "Wes it Bands. Þ 
Sorry am | © hear what I have heard; : 
Noble ſhe i» ; but if ſhe have forgot 


Honour and vittue, and Conyers d with fuck 
like to pu h defile nobility 
miſh her my bed and com pany, 
A1 q give her as a prey to law and fitme, 
hat hath diſhonour'd Cl” ers honef name, 
K. Henry. Well, for this night we Will repoſe ws to: 
Jo- morrow toward London back again, 
Jo look into this buſineſs th oroughty, 
And call theie foul offenders to their au iv: ; 
And poiie the cauſe in Juſlice* equal ſcale 
Whoſe beam flands ſure, whole rightful cause prevei! 


Enter Vork, Salisbury, and Warwick. 


York. Now, my good lords Sa/l:5bur py nnd Ha; 3: 
Our ſimple ſupper ended, give me lex ve, 
In. this clole walk to latis ty my elf, 


In craving your opinion of my title, 
Waich is infallible to Emg/ard*s crown, 


Salis. My lord, I long to hear it thas at full. 
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ar. Sweet York begin; and if thy claim be good, 
The Newils are thy ſubjects to command. | 
York, Then thus : 


Edward the Third, my lords, had ſeven ſons : 
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The firſt, Edward the black Prince, Prince of Wal : 

The ſecond, William of Hatfield; and the third, 

Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom 

Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaſier ; 

The fifth, was Edabard Langely, Duke of 797% ; 

The ſixth, was Thomas Wadftock, Duke of G. ter; 

William of Windſor was the ſeventh and laſt. 

Edward the black Prince dy'd before his father, 

And left behind him Richard, his only ſon, 

Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd King, 

Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaſter, 

The eldeit fon and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 

Seiz'd on the realm, depos'd the rightful King, 

Sent his poor Queen to France from whence ſhe came, 

And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 

Harmleſs King Kichard trait'rouſly was murther'd. 
War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 

Thus got the houſe of Lancaſter the crown. 


York, Which now they hold by force, and not by right: 


For Richard the firit ſon's heir being dead, 
The iſſue of the next ſon ſbould have reign'd. 
Sal. But William of Hoffeld dy'd without an heir. 

York. The third ſon, Duke of Clarence, from whole line 
claim the crown, had iſſue Philip, a daughter, 
Vio married Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March. 
Edmond nad iſſue, Roger Earl of March: 
Roger had iſſue, Edmund, Aune, and Elrangr. 

Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bolinzbrole, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 
And, but for Owen Glendour, had been King; 
Who kept him in captivity, till he dy'd. 
But to the reſt. 

York. His eldeſt ſiſter, Arne, 
My mother, being heir unto the crown, 
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge, 
Who was ſon to Edmond Langley. 
"Edward the Third's fiſtu ſon's fon ; 
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By her I claim the kingdom. 
She then was heir to Roger Earl of March, 
Who was the ſon of Edmond Mortimer, 
Who married Philip, ſole daughter 
Unto Lionel Duke of Clarence. 
So, if the iſſue of the elder ſon 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 
Mar. What plain proceeding is more plain than this? 
Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gam, 
'T'he fourth ſon ; 754 here claims it from the third. 
Till Lionel's iſſue fail, his ſhould not reign ; 
It fails not yet, but flouriſheth in thee, 
And in thy ſons, fair flips of ſuch a flodk. 
Then father Salisbury kneel we together, 
And in this private plot be we the firſt, 
That ſhall ſalute our rightful Sovereign 
With honour of his birth-right to the crown. 
Both. Long live our Sov'reign Richard, England's King, 
Tork, We thank you, lords: But I am not your King 
Till I be crown'd ; and that my ſword be flain'd 
With heart-blood of the houſe of Lancaſter : 
And that's not ſuddenly to be perform'd, 
Bat with advice and filent ſecrecy. 
Do you, as J do, in theſe dang'rous days, 
Wink at the Duke of Ss inſolence, 
At Beauford"s pride, at Somer/et's ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 
ill they have ſnar'd the ſhepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke //1phry : 
'T'is that they ſeek ; and they in ſecking that 
Shall find their deaths, if Jerk can propheſie. 
Sal. My lord, here break we off; we know your mind. 
War. My heart aſſures me, that the Earl of I/”arwick 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a King. 
Yerk. And Newil, this I do aſſure my felt ; 
Richard ſhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
he greatelt man in Exgland but the King. [Exe. 


Sound trumpets. Enter Ring Henry and State, uvith guard, 
ta baniſb the Dutcheſs. 


K. Henry. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cilham, Cle ſber's 
wife, 
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In fight of God and us your guilt is great, 
Receive the ſentence of the law for fin, 
| Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death. 
= You four from hence to priſon, back again; 
f From thence unto the place of execution; 
The witch in Smithfield ſhall be burn'd to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the gallows. 
> You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Deſpoiled of your honour in your life, 
* Shall after three days open penance done, 
Live in your contry here in baniſhment, 
With Sir John Stanley in the Ve Man. 
| Fleau. Welcome is exile, welcome were my death. 
Glo. The law thou ſeeſt hath judg'd thee, EZanor, 
cannot juſtifie, whom law condemas, 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah Humphry, this diſhonour in thine age, 
Will bring thy head with ſorrow to the ground. 
I beſeech your Majeſty, give me leave to go; 
Sorrow would ſolace, and my age would eaſe. 
K. Henry, Stay Humphry, Duke of Gl; /ter ; ere thou go 
Give up thy ſtaft, Henry will to himſelf 
Protector be, and God ſhall be my hope, 
My ftay, my guide, and lanthorn to my feet. 
And go in peace, Humphry, no leſs belov'd, 
+ 'I han when thou wert Protector to thy King. 
Mar. I ſee no reaſon, Why a King of years 
Should be to be protected like a child : 
God and King Henry govern England's realm: 
Give up your ttaff, Sir, and the King his realm. 
Gi». My ttaft ! here, noble Henry, is my ſtaff: 
As wiltingly do I the ſame reſign, 
As cer thy father Henry made it mine; 
And even as willing at thy teet I leave it, 
As others would ambitioully receive it. 
Farewel, good King; when I am dead and gone, 


May honourable peace attend thy throng. 7 Exit. Glo. 


Q. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and Marg'ret Quegu, 
And Humphry, Duke of Glo ter, ſcarce himſelf, 
| That bears ſo ſhrewd a main; two pulls at once; 
His lady banill'd, and a limb lopt off: | 
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This ſtaff of honour raught, there let it ſtand, 
Where beſt it fits to be, in Herry's hand. 

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his ſprayes, 
Thus Elcanuos's pride dies in her younger days. 

York Lords, let him go. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat, 
And ready are th' appellant and defendant, 
The armourer and bis man, to enter the liſts, 
So pleaſe your highneſs to behold the fight. 
Q. Mar. Ah, good my lord; for purpolely there fore 
Left I the court, to ſee this quarrel try d. 

K. Hen. A God's name fee the liſis and all things fit, 
Here let them end it, and God guard the right, 

Tork. I never faw a fellow worſe beſtead, 
Or more afraid to fight, than is th' appellant, 
The ſervant of the armourer, my lords. 


Enter at eue dior the armourer and his neighbours, drinking 
to tim jo much, that he is drunk; and be enters with & 
drum before him, and his ſtaff avith a ſand bag fofined to 
it; and at tie other door his man, with a drum and a 
fand-bag, and prentices drinking to him. 


1 Neigg. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to you in a 
cup of ſack; and fear not, neighbour, you ſhall do well 
ENOZTA, 

2 Meighb. And here, neighbour, here's a cup of charneco. 

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer, neigh- 
bour ; drink and fear not your man. ; 

Arm. Let it come, i'faith, and I'll pledge you all, ard 
a fg for Peter. 

i Preu. Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid, 

2 Peu. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy maſter ; 
ſixlit for the credit of the prentices. 

Peter. | thank you all; drink, and pray for me, 1 
pray you, for I think I have taken my laſt draught in 
this world. Here, Robin, if I die, I give thee my a- 
pran ; and il, thou ſhalt have my hammer; and here, 
Tom, take all the mony that I have, O Lord bleſs me, 
I pray God, for I am never able to deal with my maſter, 
he heath learn'd ſo much to fence already. 

Sa. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows: 
Sirrah, what's thy name ? | 
| Peter, 
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Peter. Peter, forſooth. 


8 Sal. Peter? what more? 
es, Peter. Thump. | 
Saal. Thump? Thęn {ee thou thump thy maſter well. 
1 Arm. Maſters, Lam come hither as it were upon my 
man's inftigation, to prove him a ktuwe, and my felf an 
 honeft man: And touching the Duke of %. I will 
take my death I never meant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a 
” downright blow, 
p York. Diſpatch : This knave's tongue begins to double. 
Sound trumpets, Alarum to the combatants. | 
| (Trey fight, and Peter ie, him don. 
Arm. Hold Peter, hold; I coniels, 1 conte treaſon. 
York, Takeaway his weapon: Fellow, thank God, and 
the good wine in thy maſter's way. 
| Peter. O God, have I overcome mine enemy in this pte. 
8 þ O Peter, thou haſt prevail'd in right. ({ence ? 
3 K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our igt, 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 
And Gad in juftice hath reveal'd to us 
| The truth and mnocence of this poor fellow, 
4 Which he had thought to murder wrong ſuliy- 


! Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [ Exe, 
Enter Duts Hamphry and his Men, in Mourning C:i1nks. 

G.. Thus ſometimes hath the brighteit day a cloud; 
And aftcr ſummer, evermore ſocceeds 
The barren winter with his nipping cold; 

So cares and joys abound, as ſeaſoss fleet. 
Sirs, what's a-clock ? 

Fed. Ten, my lord. 

Gly Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 
To watch the coming of my puniſh'd Dutcheſs: 
Unneath may ſhe endure the flinty ſtreets, 

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet. 

Sweet Ne//, ill can thy noble mind a- brooł 

Ihe abject people gazing on thy face, 

With envious looks {till laughing at thy ſhame, 

That erſt did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 

When thou didit ride in triumph thro' the ſtreets. 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, and Ill prepare 

My tear-ſtain'd. eyes to {ce _ miſeries. ; 
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Enter the Dutcheſs in a white Sheet, and a Taper burning 
in her hand, with a Sheriff and Officers. 


Sheriff. 


G/o.. No, {tir not for your lives, let A. paſs by. | 


Elean. Come you, my lord, to ſee my open ſhame ? 
Now thou doſt penance too. Look how they gaze, 
Sce how the giddy multitude do point, 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee. 
Ah Geer, hide thee frem their hateful looks, 
And in thy cloſet pent up, rue my ſhame. 

And ban our enemies, both mine and thine. 


Glo. Be patient, gentle Nel, forget this grief. a 


Elean. Ah Glier, teach me to forget my ſelf: 


For whilſt J think I am thy marry'd wite, | 


And thou a Prince, Protector of this land, 
Methinks I ſhould not thus be lead along, 


Maid up in ſhame, with papers on my back, 


Ser. So pleaſe your grace, we'll take her from the 


And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 

Jo fee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd groans. 
The ruthleſs flint doth cut my tender feet, 

And when I ftart the cruel people laugh, 

And bid me be adviſed how I tread. 

Atv Humphry, can I bear this ſhameful] yoak ? 
trow'it thou that e'er I'll look upon the world, 
Or count them happy that enjoy the ſun ? 

No: dark ſhall be my light, and night my day. 
'i 0 think upon my pomp, ſhall be my hell. 
Sometime I'll fay, I am Duke Humphry's wife, 
And he a Prince and ruler of the land: 

Yet {o he rui'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 
That he ſtood by, whilft I his forlorn Dutcheſs 
Was made a wonder and a pointing ſtock 

'To every idle, raſcal follower. 

But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my ſhame, 
Nor ſtir at nothing, till the ax of death 

Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For Suf#/k, (he that can do all in all 

With her that hateth thee and hates us all) 

And York, and impious Beauford that falſe prieſt, 
Have all lim'd buſhes to betray thy wings : 


And 
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And fly thou how thou can'ſt, they'!! tangle thee: 


But fear thou not until thy foot be ſnar'd, 
Ner ever ſeek prevention of thy foes. 
Gh. Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimeſt all awry. 
J muſt offend, before I be attainted : 
And had I twenty times ſo many foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 
So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeleſs. 
Wouldit have me reſcue thee from this reproach ? 
Why yet thy ſcandal were not whip'd away, 
But I in danger for the breach of lav, 
Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee ſort thy heart to patience, 
Theſe few days wonder will be quickly worn. 
Enter a Herald. 
Her. I ſummon your grace to his Majeſty's parliament 
holden at Bury, the firſt of this next month. 
Glo. And my conſent ne'er ask'd herein before? 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, I will be there; 
My Nell, I take my leave: And maſter Sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the King's commiſhon. 
Sher. And't pleaſe your grace, here my commiſſion ſtays 
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now, 
To take her with him to the e Man. 
6 Nluſt you, Sir John, protect my lady here. 
Stan. 30 am T giv'n in charge, may't pleaſe your grace 
G/o, Entreat her not the worſe, in that I pray 
You uſe her well; the world my laugh again, 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, if 
You do it her: Ayd fo, Sir John, farewel, 
Elean. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not farewel 
G64. Witneſs my tears, I cannot ltay to ſpeak. 
[Exit Glouceſter 
El:an. Art thou gone too? all comfort go with thee 
For none abides with me; my joy 1s death ; 
Death, at whoſe nam“ * oft have been afraid, 
Becauſe I wiſh'd this x. .1d's eternity. 
Stanky, I pr'ythee go and take me hence, 


J care not whither, for I beg no favour ; 


Only convey me where thou art cammanded. 
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the [je e, Man, 
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There to be us'd according to your ſtate. R 


Elean. That's bad enough, for I ant but reproach : | 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully ? | | 


4 


Stan. No; like a Dutcheſs, and Duke Humphry's lady, 
According to that ſtate you ſhall be us'd. | : 
Elan, Sheriff, farewel, and better than TI fare, ; 
Although thou haſt been conduct of my ſhame. i 
Ser. It is my office, madam, pardon me. 
Elan. Ay, ay, farewel, thy office is diſcharg'd. 
Come, Stanley, ſhall we go! 
Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off this ſheet, 
And go we to attire you for your journey. 
Elan. My ſhame will not be ſhifted with my ſheet : 
No, it will hang upon my richeſt robes, 
And ſhew itſe!*f, attire me how I can. 
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Go, lead the way, J long to ſee my priſon. [Exe 
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Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinol, Suffolk, Vork, Buc- 
kingham, Salisbury and Warwick, ta the Parliament. 


K. Henry. F Muſe my lord of G ter is not come: 
| Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt man, 

Whate'er occaſion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not ſee? or will ye not obſerve 
The ſtrangeneſs of his alter'd countenance ? 
With what a majeity he bears himſelf, 
How inſolent of late he is become, 
How peremptory and unlike himſelf! 
We know the time ſince he was mild and affable, 
And if we did but glance a far-off look, 
Immediately he was upon his knee, 
That all the court admir'd him for ſubmiſſion. 
But meet bim now, and be it in the morn 
When ev'ry one will give the time of day, 
le knits his brow and ſhews an angry eye, 
„And paileth by with ſtiff unbowed knee, 

Diſdaining duty that to us belongs. 
"Small curs are not regarded when they. grin, 
But great men tremble when the Lion roars, 
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And Humphry is no little man in Eland. 

Firſt note, that he is near you in deſcent, 

And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me ſeemeth then, it is no policy, | 
(Reſpecting what a ranc'rous mind he bears, 

And his advantage following your deceaſe) 

That he ſhould come about your royal perſon, 

Or be admitted to your highneſs' council. 

By flatt'ry hath he won the common hearts : 

And when he'll pleaſe to make commotion, 

*T'its to be fear'd they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis the ſpring, and weeds are ſhallow-rooted, 
Suffer them now, and they'l] o'er-grow the garden, 
And choak the herbs for want of husbandry. 

The reverent care I bear unto my Lord 
Made me colle& theſe dangers in the Duke, 

If it be fond, call it a woman's fear: 

Which fear, if better reaſons can fupplant, 

{ will ſubſcribe, and ſay I wrong'd the Duke, 

My lords of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York, 

Reprove my allegation if you can, 

Or elſe conclude my words effectual. 

Suf. Well hath your highneſs ſeen into this Duke. 
And had I firſt been put to ſpeak my mind, 
I think I ſhould have told your grace's tale, 

The Dutcheſs, by his ſubornation, 

Upon my life, began her deviliſh practices: 

Or if he were not privy to thoſe faults, 

Yet by repeating of his high deſcent 

As next the King he was ſucceſſive heir, 

And ſuch high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did inſtigate the bedlam brain-fick Dutcheſs, 
By wicked means to frame our Sov'raign's fall.. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep; 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours treaſon. 

The Fox. barks not when he would fteal the Lamb; 
No, no, my, Soveraign, G/ſter is a man 
Unſounded yet, and full of deep deceit: 

Car, Did he not, Tontrary to form of law, 
Deviſe ſtrange deaths for ſmall offences done? 

York, And did he not, in his Protectorſhip, 


Levy great ſums of mony. through: the realm. : 


Nor 


* 


36 The Second Part of 


For ſoldiers pay in Fance, and never ſent it? 
By means whereof the towns each day revolted. 
Buck. Tut, theſe are petty faults, to faults unknown, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth Duke Humphry. 
K. Henry, My lords at once; the care you have of 
us, 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 
Is worthy praiſe ; but ſhall I ſpeak my conſcience ? 
Our kinſman G/zfter is as innocent ' 
From meaning treaſon to our royal perſon, 
As is the ſucking Lamb or harmleſs Dove: 
The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
Jo dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 
Q. Marry. Ah! what's more dang'rous than this fond 
afhance ? 
Keems he a Dove? his feathers are but borrow'd, 
For he's diſpoſed as the hateful Raven. 
Is he a Lamb? his skin is ſurely lent him, 
For he's inclin'd as is the rav'nous Wolf. 
Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit ? 
Take heed, my lord, the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudful man. 
| Enter Somerſet. 
Som. All health unto my gracious Soverign. 
K. Henry, Welcome, lord Samerſet; what news from 
France ? 
Som. That all our int'reſt in thoſe territories 
Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. 
K. Henry. Cold news, lord Somerſet; but God's will 
be done. 
York, Cold news for me: For I had hope of France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
Thus are my bloſſoms blaſted in the bud, 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away. 
But I will remedy this gear ere long. 
Or ſell my title for a glorious grave. [ Hide. 
Enter Glouceſter, 
C. All happineſs unte my lord the King: 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid#fo long. 
Suf. Nay, Gliſter, know that thou art come too ſoon, 
Unleſs thou wert more loyal than thou art; 


J do arreſt thee of high treaſon here. 
Glo. 
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Gh. Well Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not fee me bluſh 
Nor change my countenance for this arreſt: 
A heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted. 
The pureſt ſpring is not ſo free from mud, 
As I am clear from treaſon to my e . 
Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty ? 
Yerk. Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes of 
France, 
And being Protector, ſtaid the ſoldiers pay, 
By means whereof his Highneſs hath loft Franc 
G. Is it but thought ſo? what are they that think it? 
I never robb'd the ſoldiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 
So help me God, as I have watch'd the night, 
Ay, night by night, in ſludying good for 4 Fg. land. 
| Thatdoit that e'er J wreſted from the Ning, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my uie, 
Be brought againſt me at my tryal day. 
No; many a pound of my own proper fore, 
Becauſe I would not tax the needy commons, 
Have I disburied to the garriions, 
And never ask'd for reſtitution. | 
Car. It ſerves you well, my lord, to ſay fo much. 
GH. I fay no more than truth, ſo nelp me God. 
York, In your Protectorſhip you did deviie 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, n 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 4 
Glo. W hy 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protector F 
Pity was all the fault that was in me: . 
For I ſhould melt at an offender's tears, 
And lowly words were ranſom for their fault: 
Unleſs it were a bloody murtherer, 
Or foul felonious thiet that fleec'd poor pa ſlengers, 
never gave them condign puniſhment. 
Murther indeed, that bloody fin, I tortur'd 
Above the felon, or what trelp aſs elſe. 
Suf. My lord, theſe faults are eaſie, guick!y anſwer'd: 
But mightier crimes are laid unto dur charge, 
Whereof you cannot eaſily purge your ſeit, 
1 do arreit you in his Highneſs' name, 
And here commit you to my lord Card inal 
To keep, until your further time of tryal. 
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K. Henry. My lord of Ge ſter, tis my ſpecial hope 
That you will clear your ſelf from all ſuſpicion ; 
My conſcience tells me you are innocent. 

Gh. Ah, gracious lord, theſe days are dangerous: 
Virtue is choak'd with foul ambition, 

And charity chac'd hence by rancor's hand ; 
Foul ſubornation is predominant, 

And equity exil'd your Highnels' land. 

I know their complot 1s to have my life : 
And if my death might make this iſland happy, 
And prove the period of their tyranny, 

I would expat it with all willingneſs. 

But mine is made the prologue to their play: 
For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no peril, 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 
Beauford's red ſparkling eyes blab his heart's malice, 
And Sufo/t's cloudy brow his ſtormy hate; 
Sharp Buckingham unburthens with his tongue 
The envious load that lyes upon his heart: 
And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 
Whoſe over-weening arm [I have pluck'd back, 
By ſalſe accuſe doth level at my lite. 

And you, my ſovereign lady, with the reſt, 
Cauſeleis have laid diſgraces on my head, 

And with your beſt endeavours have itirr'd up 
My liefeſt liege to be mine enemy : 

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together, 
(My felf- had notice of your conventicles) 

And all to make away my guiltleſs life, 


4 


] ſhall not want falſe witneſs to condemn me, ? 
Nor ſtore of treaſons to augment my. guilt : 
The ancient proverb will be well effected, . 


A flaſf is quickly found to beat a deg. 

Car. My Liege, his railing 1s intolerable, 
If thoſe that care to keep your royal perſon 
From treaſon's ſecret knife and traitors rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, 

And the offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, 
Iwill make them cool in zeal unto your grace, 

Saß, Hath he not twit our ſovereign lady here 
With ignominious words, though clarkly coucht ? 
As if ſhe had ſuborned fome to {wear. 

Falic 
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Falſe allegations, to o erchrow his ſtate. 
Q. Mar. But I can give the loſer leave to chide. 
Glo. Far truer ſpoke than meant; I loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play'd me falſe ; 
And well ſuch loſers may have leave to (peak. 
Buck, He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your priſoner, 
Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard lim fare. 
| Ch. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch 
N Before his legs be firm to bear his body; 
| Thus is the ſhepherd beaten from thy tide, 
And wolves are gnarling who ſhall gnaw thee firſt. 
Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were: 
For, good King Henry, thy decay I fear. [ Exit. 
K. Henry. My lords, what to your wiſdem ſeemeth 
beſt, 
Do or undo, as if our ſelf were here. 
Q. Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the parlia- 
ment? 
K. Ilenty. Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd with 
rief, 
Wos flood begins to flew within my eyes; 
My body round engirt with miſery: 
For what's more miſerable than diſcontenus 
Ah uncle Humphry, in thy face I ſce 
The map of honour, truth, and loyaity : 
And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come, 
That e'er I prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thy faith; 
(What low'ring ſtar now envies thy eſtate *) 
That theſe great lords, and Margaret our Queen, 
Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmlets lite, N 
That never didſt them wrong, nor no man wrong, a 
And as the butcher takes away the calf, 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it ſtrays, 
Bearing it to the bloody ſlaughter-houſe: 
Even ſo remorileſs have they born him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down; 
Looking the way her harmleſs young: one went, 
And can do nought but wail her darling's loſs: 
Even ſo my ſelf bewail good G/fer?s cate 
With {ad unhelpful tears; and with dim'd eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 
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So, mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep, and 'twixt each groan 

Say, who's a traitor ? G/ofler he is none. [ Exit: 
Q. Mar. Free lords, cold ſnow melts with the ſun's 

hot beams. 

Henry, my lord, 1s cold in great affairs, 

Too full of fooliſh pity : G/fer's ſhew 

Beguiles him, as the mourntul crocodile 

With ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers : 

Or as the ſnake roll'd in a flowry bank, 

With ſhining checker'd ſlough, doth ſting a child 

That for the beauty thinks it excellent. | 

Believe me, lords, were none more wiſe than ], 13 

(And yet herein I judge my own wit good) 

This G fer ſhould be quickly rid the world, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. ] 
Car. That he ſhould die, is worthy policy. 

But. yet we want a colour for his death : 

Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of law. | 

Suf. But in my mind, that were no policy: 
The King will labour ſtil! to fave his life, 

The commons haply riſe to {ave his life; | 
And yet we have but trivial argument, i a 
More than miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy death. 

York. So that by this, you would. not have him die- 

Suf. Ah York, no man alive ſo fain as J. 

York. Tis York that hath more reaſon for his death. 
But my lord Cardinal. and you my lord of Sah, 
Say as you think, and ſpeal- it from your ſouls : 
Were't not all one, an empty eagle were ſet 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, | 
As place Duke Hump tor the King's Protector? 

Mar. So the poor chicken ſhould be ſure of death. 

SM. Madam, *tis true ; and were't not madneſs then 

To make the fox iurveyor of the told ? 

Who being accus'd a crafty murtherer, 

His guilt ſhould be but :uy polted over, | 
Becauſe his purpolie is not executed. | 
No; let him die, in that he is 2 fox, 

By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock, 
Before his chaps be itind with erimſon blood, 
As Humphry prov'd by reaſoks to my liege; 
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And do not ſtand on quillets how to ſlay him: 
Be it by gins, by ſnares, by ſubtilty, 
Sleeping or waking, tis no matter how, 
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firſt, that firſt intends deceit. 
Q. Mar. "Thrice noble Suffo/k, tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Suf. Not reſolute, except ſo much were donc; 
For things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 
zut that my heart accordeth With my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preſerve my ſovereign from his foe, 
Say but the word, and I will be his prieſt: 
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of SAD, 
Fre you can take due orders for a prieſt : 
Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, 
And Pl provide his executioner, 
I tender ſo the ſafety of my liege. 
Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Q. Mar. And ſo fay I. 
ork. And I: And now we three have ſpoke it, 
It ſkills not greatly who impugns our doom. 
Enter a Poſt. 
Pot. Great lords, from Feland am I come a main, 
To ſigniſie that rebels there are up, 
And put the Eng/imen unto the ſword: 
Send ſuccours, lords, and ſtop the rage betime, 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there 1s great hope of help. 
Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient ſtop! 
What counſel give you in this weighty caule ? 
York. That Somer/et be ſent a Regent thither : 
"Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ'd : 
Witneſs the fortune he hath had in France. 
Som. If York, with all his far-fetch'd policy, 
Had been the Regent there inſtead of me, 
He never would have ſtaid in France ſo long. 
York. No, not to loſe it all, as thou halt done : 
I rather would have loſt my life betimes, 
Than bring a burthen of diſhonour home, 
By ſtaying there ſo long, till all were loit, 
Shew me one ſcar character'd on thy skin: 
Mens fleſh preſerv'd ſo whole, do ſeldom win 
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Q. Mar. Nay then, this ſpark will prove a raging fire» 
wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : 
Na more, good Jr; {ſweet £:mme7/et be till. 
Thy fortune, York, hadi thou been Regent there, 
Might haply have proved far worſe than his. 
2 V'hat, worſe than nought? nay, then a ſhame 
take all. 
Som. And in the number, thee that wiſheſt ſhame. 
Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is; 
Th' uncivil kerns of Jeland are in arms, 
And temper clay with blood of Eng linen. 
To Treland will you lead a band of men, 
Collected choiccly, from each county ſome. 
And try your hap againſt the J1ri/omen ? 
tied I will, my lord, fo pleaſe his Majeſty, 
Why, our authority 1 is his conſent, 
* what we do eſtabliſſi he confirms; 
Then, noble Vt, take thou this task in hand. 
York I am content: provide me ſoldiers, lords, 
Whilſt I take order for mine own affairs, 
Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will ſee perform'd, 
But now return we to the falſe Duke Humphry. 
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him, 
That hence forth he ſhall trouble us no more: 
And ſo break off: the day is almoſt ſpent: 
Lord Sb, you and I mult talk of that event. 
York. My lord of Safell, within fourteen days 
At Briſtol 1 expect my ſoldiers, 
For there I'll ſhip them all for Teland. 
Suf. Tl fee it truly done, my lord of York. [ Excunt. 
Manet York. 
York. Now York, or never, ſteal thy fearful thoughts, 
And change miſdoubt to reſolution : 
Be that thou hop'ſt to be, or what thou art 
Reſign to death, it is not worth th' enjoying : 
Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean born man, 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 
Faſter than ſpring-time ſhow'rs, comes thought on 
thought, 
Ard not a thought but thinks on dignity. 
My brain, more buſie than the lab'ring ſpider, 
Weaves tedious ſnares to trap mine enemies, NY 
ell 


King HEN RV VI. 
Well nobles, well; 'tis politickly done, 


To ſend me packing with an hoſt of men: 
fear me you but warm the ſtarved Snake, 


ho cheriſh'd,in your breaſts, will ſting your hearts. 


was men I lack'd, and you will give them me; 
I take it kindly : yet be well aſſur'd, 

You put ſharp weapons in a mad-man's hands. 
Whilit I in Feland nouriſh a mighty band, 

] wil! {tir up in England ſome black ſtorm, 
Shall blow ten thouſand fouls to heav'n or hell. 
And this fel: tempelt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 

(Like to the glorious ſun's tranſparent beams,) 
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain'd flaw. 

And for a miniiter of my 1ntent, 

J have feiluc'd a headſtrong Kenti/ man, 

John Cane of Afra, 

Jo make commotion, as full well ke can, 
Under the title of Fohn Mortimer. 

In Leland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade 
Oppoſe himſelf againſt a troop of kerns, 

And fought fo long, till that his thigh: with darts 
Were almoſt like a : ſharp- A d porcupine : 
And in the end being reſcu'd, I have nen 

Him caper upright like a wild Moriſco, 
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

Full often, like, a ſhag-hair'd crafty kern, 

Hath he converſed with the enemy, 

And undiſcover'd come to me again, 

And giv'n me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here ſhall be my ſubſtitute ; 

For that Yo Mortimer which is now dead, 

In face, in gate, in ſpeech he. doth reſemble. 
By this I ſhall. perceive the Commons mind, 
How they affect the houſe and claim of Nord. 
Say, he be taken, rack'd and tortured ; 

I know no pain they can inflict upon him, 
Will make him ſay I mov'd him to thoſe arms, 
Say, that he thrive, as tis great like he will, 
Why then from Freland come 1 with my ſtrength, 
And reap the harveſt which that raſcal ſow'd : 
For Humpbry being dead, as he ſhall be, 
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And Fry put a-part, the next for me. [ Exit. 
Enter two or three running over tbe age, from the mu- 
ther of Duke Humphry. 

1. Run to my lord of Salt; let him know 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded. 

2. Oh tlatit were to do! what have we done ? 
Didſt ever hear a man ſo penitent ? 

Enter Suffolk. 

1. Here comes my lord, 

Sa. Now, Sirs, have you difpatch'd this thing? 

. Ay, my good Ford, he's dead. 

ouf. Why, that's well ſaid. Go get you to my houſe 
I will reward you for this vent'rous deed : 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the bed ? are all things well, 
According as I gave directions? 

1. Yes, my good lord. 

Suf. Away, be gone. [Excunt. 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Suſfolk, Somer- 
(et, with attendants. 

K. Henry. Go call our uncle to our preſence ſtrait : 
Say we intended to try his grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publiſhed. 
Suf. 1'!! call him preſently, my noble lord. [ Exit. 
K. Henty. Lords take your places; and I pray you 
all 
Proceed no ſtraiter *gainſt our uncle G//er, 
Than from true evidence of good eſteem 
He be approv'd in practice culpable. 
Q. Mar. God forbid any malice ſhould prevail, 
That faultleſs may condemn a nobleman : 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpicion. 
K. Henry, I thank thee: Well, theſe words content 
me much. 
Enter Suffolk. 
How now ? why look'it thou pale? why trembleſt thou? 
Where is our uncle? what's the matter, Sz h? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord, G0. er is dead. 
Q. Mary. Marry, God foretend ! 
Car. God's ſecret judgment: I did dream to-night, 
The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a word. 
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Q. Mar. How fares my lord ? help, lords, the King is 
dead. 

Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the noſe. | 
Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help: oh Heut, ope thine 

eyes, 
Suf. He doth revive again; madam, be patient. 
. Heuy. () heav'nly God! 
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord? 
Saif. Comfort my Sovereign, gracious Henry comfort. 
K. Henry. What, doth my lord of Saft comfort 
me ? 

Came he right now to ſing a raven's note, 

Whoſe diimal tune bereft my vital pow'rs: 

And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breaſt, 

Can chaſe away the firſt conceived ſound ? 

Hide not thy poiſon with ſuch ſugar'd words, 

Lay not thy hands on me, forbear, I ſay, 

Their touch affrights me as a ſerpent's ſting. 

Thou baleful meſſenger, out of my fight: 

Upon thy eye-ball's murd'rous tyranny 

Sits in grim majeſty to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding; 

Yet do not go away; come baſil.isk 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 

For in the {hide of death I ſhall find joy; 
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In life, but double death, now C er's dead. 5 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Saft thus ? 71 
Although the Duke was enemy to him, vg 
Yet he mot chriftian-like laments his death. be - 
As for my ſelf, toe as he was to me, 9 
Nlight liquid tears, or heart-oftending groans, | 170 
Or blood- conſuming ſighs recal his life; * 
J would be blind with weeping, ſick with groans, : 45 
Look pale as primroſe with blood-drinking ſighs, "of 
And all to have the noble Duke alive. 534 


What know I how the world may deem of me ? 

For it is known we were but hollow friends: 

It may be judg'd I made the Dake away. 

So ſhall my name with flander's tongse be wounded, 
„And Princes courts be filled with reproach : 
This 
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This get I by his death; ah me unhappy ! 
Jo be a Queen, and crown'd with infamy. 
K. Henry. Ah woe is me for Gleiter, wretched man! 
A Mar. Beawoe for me, more wretched than he is. 
Whar, doſt thou turn away and hide thy face ? 
am no loathſome leper, lool on me. 
What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf ? 
Be poys'nous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Js all thy comfort ſhut in G//ter's tomb? 
Why then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy. 
Erect his ſtatue, and do worſhip to it, 
And make my image but an ale-houſe ſign. 
Was I for this nigh wreckt upon the ſea, 
And twice by adverſe winasfrom, En:/ond”s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime ? 
What boaded this? but well fore warning winds 
Did ſeem to fay, ſeek not a ſcorpion's neſt, 
Nor ſet thy footing on this unkind ſhoar. 
What did I then? but curſt the gentle guſts, 
And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England's bleſſed ſhoar, 
Or turn our ſtern upon a dreadful rock: 
Yet A «lus would not be a murtherer, 
He left that hateful oftce unto thee. * 
The {plitting rocks cowr'd in the ſinking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged ſides ; 
Eecaule thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Might in thy palace periſh Margaret. 
As far as I could ken the chalky cliffs, 
When from thy ſhoar the tempeſt beat us back, 
J ſtood upon the hatches in the ſtorm; 
And when the ducky sky began to rob 
My earneſt-gaping ſiglit of the Jand's view, 
I took a coſtly jewel from my neck, 
(A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,) 
And threw it tow 'rds thy land; the fea receiv'd it, 
And 
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——- ofnce unto thee. 

The pretty vaulting ſea re ſus'd to drown me. 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhoar 
With tears as fait as jea, through thy unkindnet: 
The ſplitting rocks, &c. | 


And ſo I wiſh'd thy body might my heart. 
And ev'n with this I loſt fair Exg/and's view, 
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart, 
And call'd them blind and dusky ſpectacles, 
For loſing ken of Albion's wiſhed coaſt. 
How often have I tempted Szf0/k"s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconſtancy) 
To fit and watch me, as Aſcanius did, 
When he to madding Dido would unfold 
[1is father's acts, commenc'd in burning Toy ? 
Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falſe like him? 
Ah me, I can no more: dye Margare:. 
For Henry weeps that thou didſt live ſo long. 
Noiſe within. Enter Warwick, and many Commons, 
War. It is reported, mighty ſovereign, 
That good Duke Humphry traiterouſſy is murther'd 
By Sufjelt, and the Cardinal Beauſord's means: 
The Commons, like an angry hive of bees 
That want their leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſing in their revenge, 
My felf have calm'd their ſpleenful mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his death. 
K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis tao 
true ; 
But how he died, Gad knows, not Henry: 
Enter his chamber, view his breathleſs corps, 
And comment then upon his ſudden death. 
War. That I ſhall do, my liege: ſtay, Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude, till I return. 
K. Henry. O thou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my 
thoughts ; 
My thoughts, that labour to perſuade my ſoul. 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphry's life: 
If my ſuſpe& be falſe, forgive me God, 
For judgment only doth belong to thee. 
Fain would J go to chaſe his paly lips 
With twenty thouſand kiſſes, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of falt tears. 
'Totell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 
Bat all in vain are theſe mean. obſequies. 
Bed with Glo'ſter's body put forth. 
A 
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And to ſurvey his dead and earthly image, 
What were it but to make my ſorrow greater? 
Har. Come hither, gracious ſovereign, view this body, 
K. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my grave is 
made : F 
For with his ſoul fled all my worldly ſolace ; 
For ſeeing him, I ſee my life 1s death. 
Har. As ſurely as my foul intends to live 
With that dread King that took our ſtate upon him, 
To free us from his father's wrathful curſe, 
I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the lite of this thrice-famed Duke. 
Suf. A dreadful oath, ſworn with a ſolemn tongue ! 
What inſtance gives lord. J"arzvick for his vow ? 
War. See how the blood is ſettled in his face, 
Oft have I ſeen a timely parted ghoſt, 
Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſs, 
Being all deſcended to the lab'ring heart, 
Who in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the ſame for aidance gainſt the enemy, 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er returneth 
To bluſh and beautify the cheek again. 
But fee, his face is black and full of blood, 
His eye-balls further out than when he liv'd, 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled man; 
His hair up-rear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch'd with ſtruggling. 
His hands abroad diſplay'd, as one that graſpt 
And tugg'd for life, and was by ſtrength ſubdu'd. 
Look on the ſheets ; his hair, you ſee, is ſticking ; 
His well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged, 
Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg'd: 
It cannot be but he was murther'd here: 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigns were probable. 
Suf. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to 
death, 
My ſeit and Beauſord had him in protection, 
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no murtherers. | 
Var. But both of you have vow'd Duke Humprr,y's 
death, 
And y ou, forſooth, had the good Duke to keep: 
Tis like you would not featt him like a friend, 
And 'tis well ſeen he found an enemy. 
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Q Mar. Then you belike ſuſpect theſe noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphry's timeleſs death. 

War. Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding freſh, 
And fees faſt by a butcher with an ax, 
But will ſuſpe& 'twas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's neſt, 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
Although the kite ſoar with unbloodied beak ? 
Even ſo ſuſpicious is this tragedy. 


Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, S«fo/k ? where's the 
knife ? 
Is Beauford term'd a kite? where are his tallons ? 
Suf. J wear no knife to ſlaughter ſleeping men, 
But here's a vengeful ſword, ruſted with eaſe, 
That ſhall be ſcoured in his ranc'rous heart, 
That ſlanders me with murther's crimſon badge, 
Say, if thou dar'ſt, proud lord of Warwick/ire, 
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That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death, N f 
Mar. What dares not Warwick, if falſe Sol dare | 
him ? 


% 


Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelieus ſpirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be an arrogant controller, 


Though Sz dare him twenty thouſand times. 
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War. Madam, be till ; with rev'rence may I fay ; vi! 
For ev'ry word you ſpeak in his behalf, 38 
Is ſlander to your royal dignity. ”w al 
Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour, 5h 
If ever lady wrong'd her lord ſo much, 5 


Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some ſtern untutor'd churl ; and noble ſtock 
Was graft with crab-tree ſlip, whoſe fruit thou art, 
And never of the New:/'s noble race. 

War. But that the guilt of murther buckles thee, 
And I ſhould. rob the death's-man of his fer, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames, | 8 
And that my Sovereign's preſence makes me mild, —_ 
I would, falſe murd'rous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 
And ſay it was thy mother that thou meant'it ; 
That thou thy ſelf waſt born in baltardy : 
And after all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and * thy ſcul to hell, 
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Pernicious blcod-ſucker of ſleeping men. 

Sf. Thou ſhalt be waking while I ſhed thy blood, 
If from this preſence thou dar'ſt go with me. 

Har. Away ev'n now, or I will drag thee hence: 
Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope with thee, 


And do ſome ſervice to Duke Humphry*s ghoſt. Exe. 
K. Henry. What ſtronger breaſt-plate than a heart un- 
tainted ? 


Thrice is he arm'd that hath His quarrel juſt ; 
And he but naked (though lock'd up in flee!) 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is corrupted. 
[ 4 noiſe within, 
Q. Alary. What noiſe is this? 
Euler Suffolk and Warwick, ith their weapons drawn. 
K. Hewy. Why how now, lords? your wrathful 
weapons drawn 
Here in our preſence ! dare you be ſo bold? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ? 
uf. The trait'rous Warzwick with the men of Bury 
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign. 
| Enter Salisbury. 
Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your mind, 
Dread lord, the Commons fend you word by me, 
Unleſs lord Safe ftrait be put to death, 
Or baniſhed fair England's territories, 
They will by violence tear him from your palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death, 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Humphyy dy'd; 
They fay, in him they fear your Highneis* death: 
And mere inſtinct of love and loyalty, 
(Free frem a ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 
As being thought to contradi& your liking) 
Makes them thus forward in his baniſhment. 
They fay, in care of your moſt royal perſon, 
'That if your Highneſs ſhould intend to ſleep, 
And charge that no man ſhould diſturb your reſt, 
In pain of your diſlike, or pain of death ; 
Yet notwithſtanding ſuch a ſtrange edict, 
- Were there a ſerpent ſeen with forked tongue 
That lily glided tow'rds your Majeſty, 
It were but neceſſary you were waKk'd ; 
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Leſt being ſuffer'd in that harmleſs ſlumber, 
The mortal worm might make the ſleep eternal. 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
That they will guard you whe'er you will or no, 
From ſuch fall ſerpents as falſe Se is; 
With whoſe invenomed and fatal fting 
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
They ſay, is ſhamefully bereft of life. 
Commons ævithin.] An anſwer from the King, my lord 
of Salisbury. 
Sf. Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſh'd hinds, 
Could ſend {uch meſſage to their Sovereign: 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To ſhew how queint an orator you are. 
But all the honour Salisbury hath won, 
Is, that he was the lord ambaſſador 
Sent from a ſort of tinkers to the King. 
Within. An anſwer from the King, or we will all 
break in. 
K. Henry. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 
I thank them for their tender loving care; 
And had I not been cited fo by them, 
Yet did I purpoſe as they do entreat ; 
For ſure my thoughts do hourly propheſie 
Miſchance unto my ſtate by Su#o/?'s means. 
And therefore by his Majeſty I ſwear, 


Whoſe far unworthy deputy I am, by 
He ſhall not breathe infection in this air 7 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 4 

Q Mar. Oh Henry, let me plead for gentle S. 8 

K. Heury. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk. "21 
No more, I ſay : If thou doit plead for him, a 
Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my wrath. * 


Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my word; 
But when I ſwear, it is irrevocable : 
If after three days ſpace thou here be'ſt found, 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 
The world ſhall not be ranſom for thy life. 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, go with me; 
J have great matters to impart to thee. Ex 
Q. Mar. Miſchance and ſorrow go along with vc 
Heart's diſcontent and ſour 5 ; 
2 
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Be play-fellows to keep you company ; 
'There's two of you, the devil make a third, 
And- threefold vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe execrations, 
And let thy Szſſolt take his heavy leave. 
Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and ſoft-hearted wretch, 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curle thine enemy? 


Su, A plague upon them; wherefore ſhould I curſe 
them ? 


Would curſes kill as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 
As curſt, as harſh, and horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 
As lean-fac'd envy in her loathſome cave. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint, 
Mine hair be fixt on end like one diſtract: 
Ay, ev'ry joint ſhould ſeem to curſe and ban. 
And even now my burthen'd heart would break, 
Should 1 not curſe them. Poiſon be their drink, 
Gall, worſe than gall, the daintieſt that they talle, 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade a grove of cypreſs trees, 
Their chiefeſt proſpect murd'ring bafiliſks, 
Their ſofteſt touch as ſmart as lizards ſtings, 
Their muſick frightful as the ſerpent's hiis, 
And boading ſcreech-owls make the conſort full. 
All the foul terrors in dark-ſeated hel 
Q. Mar, Enough, ſweet Sz, thou torment'ſt thy 
ſelf, 
And theſe dread curſes like the ſun 'gainſt glaſs, 
Or like an over-charged gun, reco1!, 
And turn the force of them upon thy felf. 
Su. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſh'd from, 
Well could I curſe away a winter's night, 
Though ſtanding naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let graſs grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
Gy Oh let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy 
hand, 
That I may dew it with y mournful tears, 


Nor 


Nor let the rain of heav'n wet this place, 

To waſh away my woful monuments. 

Oh, could this kiſs be printed in thy hand, 

That thou might'ſt think upon theſe by the ſea], 


Through whom a thouſand ſighs are breath'd for thee, 


So get thee gone that I may know my grief, 
Tis but ſurmis'd whilſt thou art ſtanding by, 
As one that ſurfeits, thinking on a want: 
J will repeal thee, or be well aſſur'd 
Adventure to be baniſhed my {elf : 

And baniſhed I am, if but from thee, 
Go, ſpeak not to me ; even now be gone 
Oh go not yet —-Ev'n thus two friends condemn'd 
Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loather an hundred times to part than die: 

Yet now farewel, and farewel with thee. 

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times baniſhed, 
Once by the King, and three times thrice hy thee, 
'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 

A wilderneſs 1s populous enough, 

So Sufelt had thy heav'n'y company. 

For where thou art there is the world it ſelf, 

With cv'ry ſev'ral pleaſure in the world: 

And where thou art not, deſolation. 

J can no more Live thou to joy thy life; 

My ſelf no joy in ought but that thou liv'i. 
Enter Vaux. 

Q. Mar, Whither goes FVaxx io fait? what news, 

pr'ythee ? 

Vaux. To ſignifie unto his Majeſty, 

That Cardinal Beauford's at the point of death: 
For ſuddenly a grievous ſickneſs took him, 

That makes him gaſp, and fare, and catch the air, 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on earth 
Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Fur 2phry' 5 ghoſt 
Were by his ſide; ſometimes he calls the King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 

The ſecrets of his over-charged foul : 

And I am ſent to tell his Majeſty, 

That even now he cries aloud for him. 


Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy meilage to the Ki ing, 


King HENRY RT. 


I 


[Ex. Vaux. 


C 3 


Ay 


54 The Second Part of 


Ay me! what is this world ? what news are theſe ? 
Bat wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loſs, 
Omitting Shells exile, my ſoul's treaſure ? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 
And with the ſouthern clouds contend in tears? 
Theirs for the earth's increaſe ; mine for my ſorrows. 
Now get thee hence, the King thou know'ſt is coming, 
if thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Saif. If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And in thy ſight to die, what were it elſe 
But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy Jap ? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips. 
Where from thy fight I ſhould be raging mad, 
And cry out for thee to cloſe up mine eyes; 
Jo have thee with thy lips to ſtop my mouth: 
So ſhouldſt thou either turn my flying ſoul, 
Or I ſhould breathe it ſo into thy body. 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Ely/ium. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeſt, 
From thee to die, were torture more than death; 
Oh!] let me ſtay, befal what may befal. 

Q. Mar. Away; though parting be a fretful corroſiy e, 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
To France, ſweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee : 
For wherefoe'er thou art in this world's globe, 
'I have an is that ſhall find thee out. 

SA. I go. 

Q. Mar. And take my heart with thee. 

Suyf. A jewel lock'd into the woful'ſt casket 
That ever did contain a thing of worth, 
Even as a ſplitted bark, fo ſunder we; 
'This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. [Exe. ſeveral! 
Enter King Henry, Salisbury, and Warwick, 7: 7: 
Cardinal in Bed. 

K. Henry. How fares my lord? ſpeak Beauſord to thy 


Sovereign. 
Car. If thou beeit Death, I'Il give thee Ln wnnd”'s trea- 
{ure, | 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch another Iland, 
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So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 
K. Henry. Ah, what a ſign it is of evil life, 
Where death's approach is ſeen ſo terrible ! 
War. Beauford, it is thy Sovereign ſpeaks to thee, 
Car. Bring me unto my tryal when you will. 
Dy'd he not in his bed? where ſhould he die? 
Can I make men live whe'er they will or no? 
Oh torture me no more, I will confeſs -——— 
Alive again? then ſhew me where he 1s : 
F'll give a thouſand pound to look upon him — 
He hath no eyes, the duit hath blinded them : 
Comb down his hair; look, look, it ſtands upright, 
Like l:me-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoul : 
Give me ſome drink, and bid th' apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong poiſon that I bought of him. 
K. Henry. O thou eternal mover of the heav'ns, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ; 
Oh beat away the buſie medling fiend, 
That lays ſtrong ſiege unto this wretch's ſoul, 
And from his boſom purge this black deſpair. 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sal. Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 
K. Henry. Peace to his foul, if God's good pleaſure 
b 


0: 

Lord Cardinal, if thou think'ſt on heav'n's bliſs, 
Hold up thy hand, make ſignal of thy hope. 
He dies, and makes no ſign! O God forgive him. 

War. So bad a death argues a monſtrous life. 

K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are ſinners all. 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the curtain cloſe, 
And let us all to meditation. [Ext. 
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 Alarum. Fight at fea. Ordnance goes off. Enter Captain 
Whitmore, and other Pirates, xvith Suffolk and other 
Prifoners. 


Cap. HE gaudy, blabbing, and remorſeful day 
Is crept into the boſom of the ſea : 


And now loud howling wolves arouſe the jades 
C 4 Tha 
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'That drag the tragick melancholy night ; 
Who with their drowhe, flow, and flagging wings 
Clap dead men's graves ; and from their miſty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the air. 
Therefore bring forth the ſoldiers of our prize: 
For whilſt our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here ſhall they make their ranſom on the ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtain this diſcolour'd ſhore. 
Maſter, this priſoner freely give I thee ; 
And thou that art his mate, make boot of this : 
The other, Valter Whitmore, is thy ſhare. 
1 Gen. What is my ranſom, maſter, let me know. 
Maſt. A thouſand crowns, or elſe lay down your 
head. 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
I hit. What, think you much to pay two thouſand 
crowne, | 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? 
Cut both the villains throats, for die you ſhall : 
Nor can thoſe lives which we have loſt in fight, 
Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty ſum. 
1 Gant. VI] give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my life. 
2 Gent. And ſo will I, and write home for it ſtraight; 
Whit. ] loſt mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die ; 
[To Suffolk, 
And ſo ſhould theſe, if I might have my will. 
Cap. Be not ſo raſh, take ranfom, let him live. 
Sf, Look on my George, I am a gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid. 
Whit. And ſo am I; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now? why ftart'it thou? what, doth death affright? 
Sf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is death. 
A cunning man did ca}culate my birth, 
And told nie, that by Water I ſhould die: 
Yet let not this make-thee be bloody minded, 
Thy name is Gaaltier, being rightly ſounded. 
Whit. Gualtier or Valter, which it is I care not, 
Ne'er yet did baſe diſhonour blur our name, 
But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when merchant-like I ſell revenge, 
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Broke be my ſword, my arms ton and defac'd, 
And J proclaim'd a coward through the world 
Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy priſemer is a Prince, 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Whit. The Duke of Sh mufled up in rags ? 
Suf. Ay, but theſe rags are no part of the Duke. 
Fove ſometimes went diſguis'd, and why not I ? 
Cap. But Fove was never ſlain, as thou ſhalt be. 
Suf. Obſcure and lowly ſwain, King Henry's blood, 
The honourable blood of Lancaſter, 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded groom : 
Haſt thou not kiſs'd thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
And thought thee happy when J ſhook my head ? 
How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the board, 
When I have fealted with Queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee creſt-faln, 
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride : 
How in our voiding lobby haſt thou ſtood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth 
This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
And therefore ſhall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
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Whit. Speak, Captain, ſhall I ſtab the forlorn ſwain ? 1 


Cap. Firſt let my word ſtab him, as he hath me. 


Si,. Baſe ſlave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. + 
Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's fide: 


Strike off his head. 

Suf. Thou dart not for thy own. 

Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? lord? 
Ay kennel -—- puddle ſink, whoſe filth and dirt 
Thonklea the ſilver ſpring where England drinks : 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 
For ſwallowing up the treaſure, of the realm. 


Thy lips that kiſs'd the Queen, ſhall ſweep the ground; bs: 


And thou that ſmil'dſt at good Duke Humphrj's death, 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs winds ſhalt grin in vain, 

Who in contempt ſhall hits at thee : again, 

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 

For daring to afhe a mighty Jord 

Unto the daughter of a worthleſs King, 

Having nor ſubject, wealth, nor diadem. 
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By Cev:liſh policy art thou grown great. 
And, like ambitious $y//a, over-gorg'd 
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart. 
By thee Anon and Main were ſold to Fance; 
'The falſe revolting Normans thorough thee 
Diſdain to call us lord; and-Prardie 
Hath flain the governors, ſurpriz'd our forts, * 
And tent the ragged ſoldiers wounded home. 
The princely Warwick, and the Newils all, 
(Whote dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain} 
Are hating thee, are riſing up in arms, 
And now the houſe of Vor (thruſt from the crown 
By ſhimeful murther of a guiltleſs King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,) 
Burns with revenging fire, whoſe hopeful colours 
Advance a half-fac'd ſun {triving to ſhine ; 
Under the which is writ, [nwvitts nubibus. 
The Commons here in Kent are up in arms: 
And to conclude, reproach and beggary 
Js crept into the palace of our King, 
And all by thee. Away, convey him hence. 
Suf. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth thunder 
Upon theſe paultry, ſervile, abject drudges: 
Small things make baſe men proud. This villain here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the ſtrong Ihrian pyrate. 
Drones ſuck not eagles blood, but rob bee-hives. 
It is impoſſible that I ſhould die 
Ey ſuch a lowly vaſſal as thy ſelf. i 
"Thy words move rage and not remorſe in me: 
I go of meſſage from the Queen to France ; 
1 charge thee waft me fafely croſs the channel. 
Cap. Walter 
Wit. Come Suffolk, I muſt waſt thee to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidus timor accupat artus, it's thee I fear. 
I/hit, Thou ſhalt have cauſe to fear, before I leave 
thee. 
What, are ye daunted now? now will ye ſtoop? _ 
1 Gent. My gracious lord intreat him; ſpeak him ſa'r, 
Suf. Suffeli's imperial tongue is ſtern and rough, 
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it we ſhould honour ſuch as theſe 
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With humble ſuit ; no; rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than theſe knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of heav'n and to my King ; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than ſtand uncover'd to the vulgar groom. 
True nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can I bear than you dare execute. 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more 
Come ſoldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can, 
Suf. That this my death may never be forgot. X 
Great men oft die by vile Bezonians. 
A Roman ſworder and Banditto ſlave 
Murther'd ſweet Tully. Brutus baſtard hand 
Stabb'd Julius Ceſar ; ſavage Iſlanders 
Pompey the Great: And Syfo/k dies by Pirates. 
[Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk. 
Cap. And as for theſe whoſe ranſom we have ſet, 
It is our pleaſure one of them depart ; 
Therefore come you with us, and let him po. 
[Ex. Captain and the ref, 
Manet the firſt Gent. Enter Whitmore with the body. 
Whiy. There let his head and liveleſs body lye, 
Until the Queen his miſtreſs bury it. [ Exit Whit, 
1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody ſpectacle 
His body will I bear unto the King : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends, 
So will the Queen that living held him dear, [Exit. 
Enter Bevis and John Holland. 
Bewvis. Come and get thee a ſword though made of a 
lath ; they have been up theſe two days 
Hol. They have the more need to ſleep now then. 
Bevis. I tell thee Fack Cade the clothier means to dreſs 
the commonwealth, and turn it, and ſet a new nap up- 
On it. 5 | 
Hol. So he had need, tis thread-bare. Well, I fay 
it was never a merry world in England ſince gentlemen 
came up. 
Bevis O miſerable age! virtue is not regarded in 
handy-crafts men. 
Hol. The nobility think ſcorn to go in leather aprons. 
Bewvis. Nay more, the King's council are no good 
workmen. 
; : Hot. 
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Hel. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy wocgation ;; 
which is a much as to ſay, let the magiſtrates be labour- 
ing men ; and therefore ſhould we be magiſtrates. 

Bevis. Thou haſt hit it; for there's no better ſign of 
a brave mind than a hard hand. 

Hel. J ſee them, I ſee them; there's Beſ's ſon, the 
tanner of Vingham. 

Bevis. He ſhall have the skins of our enemies to 
make dog's leather of. 

Hol. And Dick the butcher. 

Bewvis. Then is fin ſtruck down like an ox, and ini- 
quity's throat cut like a calf. 

Hol. And Smith the weaver. 

Bewis. Argo, their thread of life is ſpun, 

Hal. Come, come, let's fall in with them. 

Drum. Enter Cale, Dick the butcher, Smith the wwea- 
der, and a ſaxwyer, with infinite numbers. 

Cade. We Fohn Cade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed fa- 
ther. 

Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a cade of herrings. | 

Cade. For our enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting dawn Kings and Princes ; com- 
mand filence. 

Dick. Silence. 

Cade. My father was a Mortimer 

Dick, He was an honeſt man, and a good bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet — 

Dick. I knew her well, the was a midwife. 

Cade. My wife deſcended of the Lacies 

Dick. She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and ſold 
many laces, 

raw. But now of late not able to travel with her 
furr'd pack, ſhe waſhes bucks here at home. 

Caze. Therefore am I of an honourable houſe. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable, and 
there was he bern under a hedge; for his father had ne- 
yer a houſe but the cage. 

Cade. Valiant 1 am. 

Heaw. A muſt needs, for beggary is valiant. 

Cade. I am able to endure much. 

Dick. No queſtion of that; for I have ſeen him whipt 
three market days together, | | 
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Cade. I fear neither ſword nor fire. 

Weav. He need not fear the ſword, for his coat is of 
proof. 

Dick. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of fire, 
being burnt i'th hand for ſtealing of ſheep, 

Cade. Be brave then, for your captain is brave and 
vows reformation. There ſhall be in England even 
half-penny loaves fold for a penny; the three-hoop'd 
pot {hall have ten hoops, and 1 will make it felony 
to drink ſmall beer. All the realm ſha!l be in com- 
mon, and in Cheap/ide ſhall my palfry go to graſs; 
and when I am King, as King f will — 

All. God fave your Majeſty 

Cade. I thank you good People. There ſhall be na 
mony, all ſhall eat and drink upon my ſcore, and I 
will apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree 
like brothers, and worſhip me their lord. 

Dick. 'The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers, 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lament- 
able thing, that the skin of an innocent lamb ſhould be 
made parchment ; that parchment being ſcribbled o'er, 
ſhould undo a man? Some ſay the bee ſtings, but I ſay 
'tis bees wax; for I did but ſea] once to a thing and I 
was never my own man fince. How now ? who is there > 

Enter a Clerk. 

Weav. The clerk of Chatham; he can write and 
read, and caſt accompt. 

Cade. O manſtrous ! 

Weav. We took him ſetting boys copies. 

Cade. Here's a villain ! 

Weav. Heas a book. in his pocket with red let- 
ters in't. 

Cade. Nay, then he's a conjurer. 

Dick. Nay, ke can make obligations and write court 
hand. 

Cage. I am ſorry for't: the man is a proper man, of 
mine honour ; unleſs I find him guilty, he ſhall not die, 


Come hither, firrah, I muſt examine thee ; what is thy 
name ? 


Clerk, Emanuel. 


Dick. They uſe to write it on the top of letters 'twill 
go hard with you, 


Cade. 
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Cade. Let me alone. Doſt thou uſe to write thy name? 
or haſt thou a mark to thy ſelf like an honeſt plain 
dealing man ? 

Clerk. Sir, I thank God I have been ſo well brought 
up, that I can write my name. 

All. He hath confeſt; away with him; he is a vil- 
lain and a traitor. 

Cade. Away with him, I fay : hang him with his pen 
and ink-horn about his neck. Exit ane with the Clerk, 
Enter Michael. 

Mich. Where is our general ? 

Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly; Sir Humphry Stafford and his 
brother are hard by with the King's forces. 

Cade. Stand villain, ſtand, or I'll fell the down; 
he ſhall be encounter'd with a man as good as himſelf, 
He is but a Knight, is a?. 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him I will make my ſelf a Knight 
preſently ; riſe up, Sir John Mortimer. Now have at him. 
Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 

3 and Soldiers. 

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and skum of Kent, 
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down, 

Home to your cottages, forſake this groom, 
The King is merciful if you revolt. 
V. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood, 
If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 

Cade. As for theſe ſilken- coated ſlaves I paſs not, 
It is to you good people that I ſpeak, 
O'er whom (in time to come) I hope to reign ; 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaiſterer, 
And thou thy ſelf a ſhearman, art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener, 

V. Staf. And what of that? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmund Mortimer Earl of March 
married the Duke of Clarence s daughter, did he not? 

Staf, Ay, Sir. | 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

V. Staf. That's falſe. 

Cade, Ay, there's the queſtion; but I fay tis * : 
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The elder of them being put to nurſe, 
Was by a beggar-woman ſtoPn away, 
aw ignorant of his birth and parentage, 

ecame a bricklayer when he came to age. 
His fon am I, deny it if you can. 

Dick, Nay, *tis too true, therefore he ſhall be King. 

Weawv. Sir, he made a chimney in my father's houſe, 
and the bricks are alive at this day to teſtify it ; there- 
fore deny it not. 

Staſ. And will you credit this baſe drudge's words, 
That ſpeaks he knows not what ? 

All. Ay, marry will we, therefore get you gone. 

V. Staf. Zack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught 
you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it my ſelf. Go toa, 
Sirrah, tell the King from me, that for his father's ſake 
Henry the fifth (in whoſe time boys went to ſpan- 
counter for French crowns) I am content he ſhall reign, 
but I'll be Protector over him. 

Dick. And furthermore we'll have the lord Say's head, 
for ſelling the Dukedom of Main. 

Cade. And good reaſon; for thereby is England 
maim'd, and fain to go with a ſtaff, but that my puil- 
ſance holds it up. Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that lord 
Say hath gelded the common-wealth, and made it an 
eunuch ; and more than that, he can ſpeak French, and 
therefore he is a traytor. 

Staf. O groſs and miſerable ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, anſwer if you can: the Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go too then; I ask but this 3 can he that 
ſpeaks with the tongue of the enemy be a good conn- 
ſellor or no? 

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his head. 

Y, Staf Well, ſeeing gentle words will not prevail, 
Aſſail them with the army of the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; 

That thoſe which fly before the battel ends, 
May (even in their wives and childrens ſight) 
Be hang'd up for example at their doors ; | 
And you that be the King's friends follow me, PfExe, 
Cage, And you that love the Commons follow _ 
d | ow 
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Now. ſhew your ſelves men, 'tis for liberty. 

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman ; 
Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted ſhoone, 
For they are thrifty honeſt men, and ſuch 

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us, 

Cage. But then are we in order, when we are molt out 
of order. Come, march forward. 

[ Alarum to fight, wherein both the Staſfords are ſlain. 

Enter Cade and the reſt.) 

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of 4//ord ? 

Dick. Here, Sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like ſheep and oxen, and 
thou behav'ſ thy ſelf as if thou hadſt been in thine own 
ſlaughter-houſe; therefore thus I will reward thee : the 
Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have 
a licence to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

Dick. I deſire no more. 

Cade. And to ſpeak truth, thou deſerv'd no leſs. 
This monument of the victory will I bear, and the bo- 
dies ſhall be dragg'd at my horſe's heels, till I do come 
to London, where we wilt have the Mayor's ſword borne 
before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
open the goals, and let out the priſoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's 
march towards London. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King Henry with a ſupplication, and Queen Mar- 

garet with Suffolk's head, the Duke of Buckingham, 

and the Lard Say. 
Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that grief ſoftens the mind, 
And makes it fearfzl and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge, and ceaſe to weep. 
Bnt who can ceaſe to weep, and look on this ? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breaft : 
But where's the body that I ſhould imbrace ? 

Buck. What anſwer makes your grace to the rebels 
_ ſupplication ? 

K. Henry. I'll ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreat; 
For God forbid ſo many ſimple fouls 
Should periſh by the ſword, And I my ſelf, 
Rather than bloody war ſhould cut them ſhort, 
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Will parly with Zack Cage their general. 
But ſtay, I'll read it over once again. | 
Q Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely face 
Rul'd like a wandring planet over me, 
And could it not inforce them to relent, 
That were unworthy to behold the ſame ? 
K. Henry. Lord Say, Fack Cade hath ſworn to have 
thy head. a 
Say. Ay, but I hope your Highneſs ſhall have his. 
K. Henry. How now, madam ? 
Lamenting fill, and mourning Sufo/#'s death? 
J fear me, love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou would'ſt not half have mourn'd ſo much for me. 
Q. May. My love, I fhould not mourn, but die for 
thee. 3 
ö Enter a Meſſenger. 
K. Henry. How now ? what noms? why cem'ſt thou 
in ſuch haſte ? | 
Me/. The rebels are in Southawark; fly, my lord: 
Tack Cade proclaims himſelf lord Mori imer, 
Deſcended from the Duke of Clarence houſe, 
And calls your grace uſurper openly, 
And vows to crown himſelf in Meſiminſt er. 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and peaſants, rude and mercileſs : 
Sir Humphry Stafford and his brother's death 
Hath given them heart, and courage to proceed : 
All ſcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 1 
They call falſe caterpillars, and intend their death. 8 
K. Henry. O graceleſs men! they know not what { 
they do. 5 


Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Ki/lingworth, 
Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 


Q. Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Se now alive, | 
Theſe Kenti/ rebels ſhould be ſoon appeas'd. 14 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 4 


Therefore away with us to Ki/kngwworth, 


Say. So might your grace's perſon be in danger : >} 
The ſight of me is odious in their eyes; 1 
And therefore in this city will J ſtay, a 
And live alone as ſecret as I may, 1 

| . ; 
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Enter another Meſſenger. | 

2 Me). Fack Cade hath gotten London-Bridge, 
The citizens fly him, and forſake their houſes ; 
The raſcal people thirking after prey 
Join with the traitor, and they jointly ſwear 
To ſpoil the city and your royal court, 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, take horſe. 

K. Henry. Come Marg'ret, God our hope will ſuc- 
COUT us. 

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffo/k is deceas'd. 

K. Henry. Farewe!, my lord, truſt not to Kentiſp rebels. 

Buck. Truſt no body, for fear you be betray'd. 

Say. The truſt I have is in mine innocence, 

And therefore am I bold and reſolute. [Excunt. 
Enter lord Scales upon the Tcaver walking. Then enter 
two or three Citizens below. 

Scales. How nowT'is Fack Cade flain ? 

t. Cit. No, my lord, nor like to be ſlain: for they 
have won the bridge, killing all thoſe that withſtand 
them : the Lord-Mayor craves aid of your honour from 
the Toaber to defend the city from the rebels. 

Scales. Such aid as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. 

The rebels have aſſay'd to win the Tower, 

But get you into Smizhfield, gather head, 

And thither will I ſend you Matthew Goff. 
Fight for your King, your country and your lives, 

And ſo farewel, for I muſt hence again. [Exeurt, 
Enter Jack Cade and the reſt, and firikes his ſtaff on 
London Stone. 

Cade, Now is Mortimer lord of this city, and here 
ſitting upon London Stone, I charge and command that 
of the city's coſt the piſſing conduit run nothing but 
claret wine the firſt year of our reign. And now hence- 
forward it ſhall be treaſon for any that calls me other 
than lord Mortimer. a 

Enter a ſoldier running. 

Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [They kill him. 

Weav. If this fellow be wiſe, he'll never call you 

ack Cade more, I think he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My lord, there's an army gathered together in 
Smithfield. Cade 
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Cade. Come then let's go fight with them : but firit 
go and ſet London-bridze on fire, and if you can, burn 
down the Tower too. Come, let's away. [ Exe. omnes. 

Alarum. Matthew Goff is flain, and all the reſt. 

then enter Jack Cade with his company. 

Cade. So Sirs: Now go ſome and pull down the 
Sawny : others to the Inns of courts, down with them all, 

Dick, 1 have a ſuit unto your lordſhip. 

Cade. Be it a lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that word, 

Dick. Only that the laws of England may come out 
of your mouth. | 

John. Maſs, 'twill be ſore law then, for he was thruſt 
in the mouth with a ſpear, and *tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be ſtinking law, for his 
breath ſtinks with toaſted cheeſe. 

| Cade. I have thought upon it, it ſhall be ſo. Away, 
burn all the records of the realm, my mouth ſhall be 
the parliament of England. 


John. Then we are like to have biting ſtatutes, unleſs | 


his teeth be pull'd out. 
Cade. And henceforward all things ſhall be in common, 
Enter a Meſſenger. . 

Meſ. My lord, a prize, a prize! here's the lerd Say 
which fold the town in Fraxce, he that made us pay one 
and twenty fifteens and one ſhilling to the pound, the 
laſt ſubfidy. 

Enter George with tbe lord Say. | 

Cade. Well, he ſhalt be beheaded for it ten times. 
Ah thou Say, thou ſerge, nay, thou buckram lord, 
now art thou within point-blank of our juriſdiction regal. 


What canit thou anſwer to my majeſty for giving up of 


Normandy unto Monſieur Baſimecu, the Dauphin of 
France ? be it known unto thee by theſe preſents, even 
the preſence of lord Mortimer, that J am the boſom 
that muſt ſweep the court clean of ſuch filth as thou art : 
thou haſt moſt traiterouſly corrupted the youth of the 
realm in erecting a grammar-ſchool ; and whereas be- 
fore our- fore-fathers had no other books but the ſcore 
and the tally, thou haſt cauſed printing to be us'd ; and 
contrary to the King, his crown and dignity, thou haſt 
built a paper-mill. - It will be prov'd to thy face that 
thou haſt men about thee, that uſually talk of a Noun 
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and a Verb, and ſuch abominable words, as no chriſtian 
ear can endure to hear. Thou haſt appointed juſtices of 
the peace to call poor men before them about matters 
they were not able to anſwer. Moreover, thou haſt put 
them in priſon, and becauſe they could not read, thou 
haſt hang'd them; when, indeed, only for that cauſe 
they have been moſt worthy to live. Thou deſt ride 
on a foot-cleth, doſt thou not ? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ſt not to let thy horſe wear a 
cloak when honeſter men than thou go in their hoſe and 
doublets. 4 

Dick. And work in their ſhirt too, as my ſelf for ex- 
ample that am a butcher. 

Say. You men of Kent. ; 

Dick. What ſay you of Kent? 

Say. Nothing but this : *T'is borza terra, mala gens. 


Cage. Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks latin, 


Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where you will. 

Kent, in the commentaries Ce/ar writ, 

Is term'd the civiPft place of all this [le ; 

Sweet is the country, becauſe full of riches, 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy, 

Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 

I ſold not Main, I loſt not Normanay, 

Yet to recover them would loſe my life; 

Juſtice with favour have I always done, 

Prayers and tears have mov'd mee, gifts could never; 

When have I ought exacted at your hands ? 

Kent to maintain, the King, the realm and you, 

Large giſts have I beſtow'd on learned clerks, 

Becauſe my book preſerr'd me to the King: 

And ſeeing ignorance is the curſe of God, 

Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heav'n, 

Unleſs you be poſſeſt with dev*liſh ſpirits, 

Ye cannot but forbear to murther me : 

This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings 

For your behoof. | 
Cage. Tut, when ſtruck'ſt thou one blow in the field? 
Say. Great men have reaching hands; oft have I ſtruck 

Thoſe that I never ſaw, and ſtruck them dead. 


George. O monſtrous coward l what, to come behind 


folks ? Say. 
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Say. Theſe cheeks are pale with watching for your 
goed. g 


Cage. Give him a box o'th' ear, and that will make 
'em red again. 

Say. Long ſitting to determine poor mens cauſes 
Hath made me full of ſickneſs and diſeaſes. 
Cade. Ye fhall have a hempen caudle then, and the 

kelp of a hatchet. 

Dick. Why doſt thou quiver, man ? 

Say. The palſie, and not fear, provokes me, 

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who ſhould ay, II be 
even with you. I'll fee if his head will ſtand ſtcadiet on 
a pole or no: take him away, and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended mo 
Have I affected wealth or honour ſpeak ? 
Are my cheſts fill'd up with extorted gold? 
Is my apparel ſumptuous to behold ? 
' Whom have I injur'd, that ye ſeek my death, ? 
Theſe hands are free from guiltleſs blood. ſhedding, 
This breaſt from harb' ring foul deceitful thoughcs. 
O let me live. | 

Cade. I feel remorſe in my felf with his words; but 
I'll bridle it; he ſhall die, an it be but for pleiding fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he has a familiar un- 
der his tongue, he ſpeaks not a God's name. Go, take 
him away, I ſay, and ftrike off his head preſently, and 
then break into his ſon-in-law's houſe, Sir Fames Cromer, 


and ſtrike off his head, and bring them both upon two 
poles hither. | 


All. It ſhall be done. 

Say. Ah, country-men, if when you make your pray'rs, 
God ſhould be ſo obdurate as your ſelves, 
How would it fare with your departed fouls ? 
And thereſore yet relent, and iave my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye: 
the proudelt peer of the sealm ſhall not wear a head on 
his ſhoulders, unleſs he pay me tribute ; there ſhall not a 


maid be married, but ſhe ſhall pay me her maidenhead. 


ere they have it; men ſhall hold of me in Capzre. 
And we charge and command, that there wives be as 
free as heart can wiſh, or tongue can tell, 


Dick. 
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Dick, My lord, when ſhall we go to Cheapfide, and 
take up commodities upon our bills? 

Cade. Marry, preſently. 

All. O brave. 

Enter one awith the heads. 

Cade. But is not this brave ? 

Let them kiſs one another; for they lov'd well 
When they were alive, Now part them again, 
Leſt thy conſult about the giving up 

Of ſome more towns in France. Soldiers, 

Defer the ſpoil of the city until night ; 

For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of maces, 

Will we ride through the ſtreets, and at every corner 
Have them kiſs. Away. [Exeunt. 
Alarum, and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 
Rabblement. 

Cade. Up Fiſh-ftreet, down St. Magnes Corner, kill 
and knock down, throw them into Thames. 

A Parley founded. 
What noiſe 1s this I hear ? 
Dare any be ſo bold to ſound retreat or parley, 
When I command them kill! 
Enter Buckingham and old Clifford. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will diſturb thee : 
Know, Cade, we come ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt mi{-led, 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all 
That will forſake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What ſay ye, country-men, will ye relent, 

And yield to mercy, whilſt 'tis offer'd you, 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths ? 

Who loves the King, and will embrace his pardon, 
Fling up his cap, and ſay, God fave his Majeſty ; 
Wha hateth bim, and honours not his father, 
Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and paſs by, | 

All. God fave the King! God ſave the King! 

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye ſo 
brave? and you, baſe peaſants, do ye believe him ? 
will you needs be hang'd with your pardons about your 
necks? hath my ſword therefore broke through London 
gates, that you ſhould leave me at the Vite. hart in 
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Southwark ? I thought you would never have given out 
theſe arms till you had recovered your ancient freedom : 
but you are all recreants and baſtards, and delight to 
live in ſlavery to the nobility. Let them break your 
backs with burthens, take your houſes over your heads, 
raviſh your wives and daughters before your faces. For 
me, I will make ſhift for one, and ſo God's curſe light 
upon you all. | 

All. We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the ſon of Henry the fifth, 

That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him ? 
Will he conduct you through the heart of France, 
And make the meaneſt of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to: 

Nor knows he how t9 live, but by the ſpoi!, 
Unleſs by robbing of your friends and us. 

Were't not a ſhame, chat whilſt you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquiſhed, 
Should make a ſtart o'er ſeas, and vanquiſh you? 
Methinks already in this civil broil 

] fee them lording it in London ſtreets, 

Crying FVilliago unto all they meet. 

Better ten thouſand baſe- born Cages miſcarry, 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto a Frenchman's mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have loſt; 
Spare Exgland, for it is your native coaſt. 

Henry hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly : 
God on our fide, doubt not of victory. 

All. A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the King 
and C/:ford. 

Cade. Was ever feather fo lightly blown to and fro, 
as this multitude? the name of Henry the fifth hales 
them to an hundred miſchiefs, and makes them leave 
me deſolate. I ſee them lay their heads together to 
ſurprize me. My ſword make way for me, for here is 
no ſtayipg ; in deſpight of the devils and hell, have 
through the very midit of you ; and heavens and honour 
be witneſs, that no want of reſolution in me, but only 
my followers baſe and ignominious treaſons make me 
betake me to my heels. [Exit. 

Buck. What, is he fled? go ſome and fallow him. 
And he that brings his head unte the King "a 
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Shall have a thouſand crowns for his reward. 
Exeunt ſome of them; 
Follow me, ſoldiers ; we'll deviſe — OY * 
To reconcile you all unto the King. [ E xeunt omnes. 
Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
| and Somerſet on the terras. 
K. Henry. Was ever King that joy'd an earthly throne, 
And could command no more content than I? 
No ſooner was I crept out of my cradle, 
But I was made a King at nine months old : 
Was never ſubject long'd to be a King, 
As I do long and wiſh to be a ſubject. 
Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck, Health and glad tidings to your Majeſty. 
K. Hen. Why Buckingham, is the traitor Cade ſurpriz'd? 
Or is ke but retir'd to make him ſtrong > 
Enter multitudes with halters about their aecks 
C/ He's fled my lord, and all his pow'rs do yield, 
And humbly thus with halters on their necks 
Expect your Highneſs' doom of life or death. 
K. Henry. Then, heav'n, ſet ope thy everlaſting gates, 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praiſe. 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And thew'd how well you love your Prince and country; 
Continue ſtill in this ſo good a mind, 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind : 
And ſo with thanks and pardon to you all, 
I do diſmiſs you te your ſeveral countries. 
AV. God fave the King! God fave the King! 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Pleaſe it your grace to be advertiſed, 
The Duke of York is newly come from Irelund, 
And with a puiſſant and mighty pow'r 
Of gallow-glaſſes and ſtout kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array: 
And ſtill proclaim*th as he comes along. 
His arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Samerſet, whom he terms a traitor. 
K. Hen. Thus ſtands my ſtate twixt Cade and Yorkdiſtreſt, 
Like to a ſhip that having *ſcaped a tempeſt 
Is ſtraitway claim'd and boarded with a pyrate. 


But 
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But now is Cade driv'n back, his men diſpers'l, 
And now 1s Tok in arms to ſecond him. 
I pray thee Buck:nagham go and meet with him, 
And ask him what's the reaſon of theſe arms: 
Tell him Fil ſend Duke Edmund to the Tower, 
And Comer/et we will commit thee thither, 
Until his army be diſmilt from him. 

Som. Ny lord, 
Pl yield my ſelf to priſon willingly, 
Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Henry, In any cale be not too rough in terms, 
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard language, 

Buck. I will, my lord; and doubt not fo to deal 
As all things ſhall redound unto your godd. 

K. Henry. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern 

better, # 
For yet may England curſe my wretched reign. [ Exeurt. 
Enter Jack Cade. 

Cade. Fie on ambition; fe on my ſelf that have a 
ſword, and yet am ready to famiſh, Theſe five days 
hav I hid me in theſe woods and durſt not peep out, 
for all the country is laid for me: but now am I fo 
hungry, that if I might have a leaſe of my life for a 
thouſand years, I could ſtay no longer. Wherefore on a 
brick-wall have I climb'd into this garden, to fee if I can 
eat graſs, or pick a fallet another while, which is not 
amiſs to cool a man's ſtomach this hot weather; and L 


think this word ſallet was born to do me good, for many 


a time but for a ſallet my brain-pan had been cleft with 2 
brown bill: and many a time when I have been dry, 
and bravely marching, it hath ſerv'd me inſtead of a 
quart-pot to drink in; and now the word ſallet muſt 
ſerve me to feed on, 
| Enter Iden. 

14en. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet walks as theſe ? 
This ſmall inheritance my father left me 
Contenteth me, and's worth a monarchy. 
I ſeek not to wax great by other's waining, 
Or gather wealth 1 care not with what envy ; 
Sufficeth that I have, maintains my ſtate, 
And ſends the-poor well * from my gate. 
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Cade. Here's the lord of the foil come to ſeize me for 
a ſtray, for entring his fee-ſimple without leave. Ah 
villain, thou wilt betray me and get a thouſand crowns 
of the King by carrying my head to him, but Il make 
thee eat iron like an oftridge, and ſwallow my ſword 
like a great pin ere thou and I part. 

Iden. Why, rude companion, whatſoe'er thou be, 
T know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? 
Is't not enough to break into my garden, 

And like a thief to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls in ſpight of me the owner, 
But thou wilt brave me with theſe fawcy terms? 

Cade. Brave thee? by the beſt blood that ever was 
broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on me well. I 
have eat no meat theſe five days, yet come thou and 
thy five men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a 
door nail, I pray God I may never eat graſs more, 

Iden. Nay, it ſhall ne'er be ſaid while England ſta nds, 
That Alexander Iden, an Eſquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famiſh'd man. 
Oppoſe thy ſteadfaſt gazing cyes to mine, 

See it thou canſt out- face me with thy looks: 

Set limb to limb, and thou art fur the leſſer: 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fiſt, 

Thy leg a ſtick compared with this truncheon. 

My foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth: 

As for more words, whoſe greatneſs anſwers words, 
Let this my ſword report what ſpeech forbears. 

Cade. By my valour, the moſt complete champion 
that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or 
cut not out the burly-bon'd clown in chines of beef ere 
thou ſleep in thy ſheath, I beſeech Jede on my knees 
thou may'ſt be turned into hobnails. [ Here they fight. 
O I am ſlain! famine and no other hath flain me, let 
ten thouſand devils come againſt me, and give me but 
the ten meals I have loſt, and I'd defy them all. Wither 
garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this honſe ; becauſe the unconquer'd foul of 
Cade is fled. | 

Iden. Is't Cade that I have ſlain, that monſtrous traitor ? 

» Sword, 
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Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead. 

Ne'er ſha!l this blood be wiped from thy point, 

But thou ſhalt wear it as a herald's coat, 

Fo emblaze the honour which thy maſter got. 

Cade, Iden, farewel, and be proud of thy victory: tell 
Kent from me ſhe hath loſt her beſt man, and exhort all 
the world to be cowards ; for I that never fear'd any, 
am vanquithed by famine, not by valour. [Dies. 

17m. How much thou wr ong t me, heav'n be my judge; 
Die damned wretch, the curſè of her that bare thee : 

And as I thruſt thy body in with my ſword, 
So wiſh J, TI might thruſt thy foul to hell. 
Hence will 1 drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill which ſhall be thy grave, 
And there cut off thy molt ungracious head, 
Which 1 will bear in triumph to the King, 


Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. [ Exit. 
SIEGE I ASI AGAR ALA 
AEST; 

Enter York, and his army of Iriſh, with darum and 
colout's, 

Pork, ROM Ireland thus comes York to claim hid 


1 it, 
And pluck 3 from feeble Heng's head. 
Ring bells aloud, burn bonfires clear and bright, 
]'o entertain great England's lawful King. 
Ah Majelty ! Who would not buy thee dear ? 
Jet them obey that know not how to rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold, 
cannot give due action to my words, 
ixcept a {word or ſcepter balance it. 
A ſcepter ſhall it have, have I a foul, 
On which I'll toſs the Flower-de-Luce of France. 


Enter Buckingham. 
Whom have we here; Buckingham to diſturb me ? . 
i D 2 The 
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The King hath ſent him ſure : I muſt diſſemble. 
Buck. York, if thou meareſt well, I greet thee well. 
York. Humphry of Buckingham, 1 accept thy greeting. 

Art thou a meſſenger, or come of pleaſure ? 

Buck. A meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of theſe arms in peace ? 

Or why thou being a ſubject as I am, 

Againſt thy oath and true allegiance ſworn, 

Should raiſe ſo great a power without his leave? 

Or dare to bring thy force ſo near the court? 

York. Scarce can J ſpeak, my choler is ſo great. 
Oh I could hew up rocks and fight with flint, 

I am fo angry at theſe abje& terms. 

And now like ax Telumonius, 

On ſheep or oxen could I ſpend my fury. 

J am far better born than is the King: 

More like a King, more kingly in my thoughts. 

But I muſt make fair weather yet a while, 

Till Henry be more weak and I more ſtrong. (Aide, 

O Buckingham ! I pr'ythee pardon. me, 

That I have giv'n no anſwer all this while; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cauſe, why I have brought this army hither, 

Is to remove proud Sexe: /et from the King, 

Seditious to his grace and to the ſtate. 

Buck. That is too much preſumption on thy part, 
But if thy arms be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 

The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 
177A. Upon thine honour is he priſoner ? 

Fuck. Upon mine honour he is priſoner. 

York. Then Buckingham J do diſmiſs my powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe your {elves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in St. George's field, 

You ſhall have pay and ev'ry thing you wiſh. 

And let my Sovereign, virtuous Heut, 

Command my eldeit fon, nay, all my ſons, 

As pledges of my fealty and love, 

Vil tend them all as willing as I live; 

Lands, goods, horſe, armour, any thing I have 

Is his to uſe, ſo Somer/et may die. 

Buck, York, I commend this kind ſubmiſſion, 
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We twain will go into his Highneſs' tent. 
Enter King Henry and attendants. 
K. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to 
us, 

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 

York. In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
7ork doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 


K. Henry, Then what intend theſe forces thou doſt 


bring ? 

York. To have the traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be diſcomfited. 

Enter Iden with Cade's head. 

Iden. Tf one ſo rude and of ſo mean condition 
May pals into the preſence of a King, 

Lo, I preſent your grace a traitor's head : 

The head of Cage, whom I in combat ſlew. 
K. Henry. The head of Cade? great God! how juſt 

art thou ? 

O let me view his viſage being dead, 

That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that ſlew him? 
1dem. I was, an't like your Majeſty. : 

K. Henry. How art thou call'd ? and what is thy degree? 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name, 

A poor Eſquire of Kent that loves the King: 

Buck. So pleaſe it you, my lord, 'twere not amiſs 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 

K. Henry. Iden, kneel down; rife up a Knight: 
We give thee for reward a thouiand marks, 
And will that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Juen liveto merit ſuch a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege. 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerſet. 
K. Henry. See Buckingham, Somer/et comes with the 
Queen; | 

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Q. Mar. For thouſand Yorks he ſhall not hide his head, 
But boldly ftand and front him to his face. 

York. How now ? is Somerſet at liberty? 

Then, Vork, unlooſe thy long impriſon'd thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. 
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Shall I endure the ſight of Semerſet ? 
Falſe King, why haſt thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hard!y I can brook abuſe ? 
King did I call thee? no, thou art no King : 
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 
Which durſt not, no, nor canſt not rule a traitor. 
That head of thine doth not become a crown: 
Thy hand is made to graſp a palmer's ſtaff, 
And not to grace an awful princely ſcepter. 
That gold muſt round engirt theſe b;ows of mine, 
Whoſe ſmile and frown (like to Achilles ſpear) 
Js able with the change to kill and cure. 
Here is a hand to hold a ſcepter up, 
And with the fame to act controlling laws : 
Give place; by hesv'n thou ſhalt rule no more 
O'er him, whom heav'n created for thy ruler. 
Som. O monſtrous traitor ! I arreſt thee, York, 
Of capital treaſon *gainſt the King and crown 
Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace. 
York. Would'it have me kneel? firſt, let me ask of 
thee, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man; 
Sirrah, call in my ſons to be my bail: 
T know, ere they will let me go to ward, 
They'll pawn their {words for my enfranchiſcment. 
Q- Mar. Call hither Ci Pra, bid him come amain, 
To fay, if that the baſtard boys of Yorh 
Shall be the ſurety for their traitor father. 
York. © blood beſpotted Neapolitar, 
Out caſt of Nup/cs, England's bloody ſcourge! 
'The ſons of York, thy betters in their birth, 
Shall be their father's bail, and bane to thoſe 
1 hat for my ſurety will refuſe the boys. 
; Enter Edward and Richard. 
See wkere they come, Vil warrant they*ll make it good. 
Enter Clifford. | ; 
Q. Mar, And here comes Cliford, to deny their bail. 
Cf. Health and all ha ppineſs to my lord the King. 
York. I thank thee, C/iford, lay, what news with thee; 
Nay, do not fright me with an angry look: 
We are thy ſovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
For thy miſtaking io, we pardon thee. ch 
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Clif This is my King, York, I do not miſtake, 
But thou miſtak'ſt me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him, is the man grown mad ? 


K. Hemy. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 


Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. 
Clif. He is a traitor, let im to Towwer, 
And crop away that factious pate of his. 
Q. Mar. He is arreſted, but will not obey : 
His ſons, he ſays, ſhall give their words for him. 
York. Will you not, ſons ? 


E. Plan. Ay, noble father, if our words will ſerve, 
P.Pl:n, And if words will not, then our weapons ſhalt. 
C/if. Why, what a brood of tratitors have we here ? 


York. Look in a glaſs, and call thy image fo. 
I am the King, and thou a falſe-heart traitor ; 
Call hither to the ſtalte my two brave bears, 
That with the very ſhaking of their chains 
They may altonith theſe fell-lurking curs : 
Bid Salisbury and Vu wwick come to me. 
Enter the Earl of Warwick ard Salisbury. 


/if. Are theſe thy bears? we'll bait thy bears to death, 


And manacle the bearward in their chains, 
If thou dar'it bring them to the baiting place. 

R. Plan. Oft have I ſeen a hot o'er-weening cur 
Rut back and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer'd with the bear's fell paw, 

Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry'd : 
And ſuch a piece of ſervice will you do, 
If you oppole your felves to match lord Warwick, 


Ciif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigeited lump, 


As crocked in thy manners, as thy ſhape, 
York. Nay, we ſhall heat you thoroughly anon, 


C!:if. Take heed left by your heat you burn your ſelves, 
K. Hen, Why, FParvick, hath thy knee forgot to bow 


Oid Salisbury, fhame, to thy ſilver hair, 

Thou mad miſ{-leader of thy brain-ſick ſon, 

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian, 
And leet; for ſorrow with thy ſpeRacles ? 

Oh where is faith? oh where is loyalty ? 

If it be baniſh'd from the froſty hand, | 
Where ſhall it find a harbour in the earth? 
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Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood t 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt experience? 
Or wherefore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt it? 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy knee to me, 
'That bows unto the grave with milky age. 

Sal. My lord, I have confider'd with my ſelf 
The title of this moſt renowned Duke, 

And in my conſcience do repute his grace 
Tne rightful heir to Exgland's royal ſeat. 

K. Henry. Haſt thou not ſworn allegiance unto me ? 

Sal. I have. 

K. Henry. Canſt thou diſpenſe with heav'n for ſuch 

an oath ? 

Sal. It is great fin to ſwear unto a fin ; 
But greater fin to keep a ſinful oath : 
Who can be bound by any ſolemn vew 
To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſs virgin's chaſtity, 
To reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
To wring the widow from her cuſtom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon for his wrong. 
But that he was bound by a ſolemn oath ? 

Q. Mar. A ſubtle traitor needs no ſophiſter. 

R. Henry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm himſelf. 

York. Call Backingham and all the friends thou haſt, 
I am reſolv'd for death or dignity. 

Old Clif. The firſt, I warrant thee; if dreams prove 

true. 

Var. You were beſt go to bed and dream again, 
To keep thee from the tem peſt of the field. 

Old Clif. I am reſolv'd to bear a greater ſtorm 
Than any thou canſt conjure up to day: 

And that [I'll write upon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſe's badge. 

War. Now by my father's badge, old NewiPs creſt, 
The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged ſtaff, | 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, 

(As on a mountain top the cedar ſhews, 
That keeps his leaves in ſpight of any ſtorm,) 
Ev'n to affright thee with the view thereof. | 

id Cf. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy . 
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And tread it under foot with all contempt, | 
Deſpight the bear-ward that protects the bear. 
Y. Clif. And fo to arms, victorious noble father, 
To quel the rebels and their complices. e 
R. Plan. Fie, charity for Shame, ſpeak not in ſpight 
For you thall ſup with Jeſu Chriſt to-night. - 
Y. Clif. Foul ſtigmatick, that's more than thou canſt tell. 
R. Plan. If not in heav'n, you'll ſurely ſup in hell. 
[E xeunt. 


— - CO og SET reer _—_ 


Enter Warwick, 

War. Clifftrd of Cumberland, "tis Warwick calls; 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the bear, 
Now when the angry trumpet ſoands alarum, 

And dying mens cries do fill the empty air, 

C/ h I fay, come forth, and fight with me, 

Proud northern lord, Cd of Cumberland, 

Warwick is hoarle with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

Mar. How now, my noble lord? what all a-foot ? | 

York. The deadly-handed C/iford flew my ſteed: 

But match to match I have encountred him, 

And made a prey for carrion, kites and crows 

Even of the bonny beaſt he lov'd ſo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

York, Hold Warmwick : ſeek thee out ſome other chaſe, 
For I my ſelf muſt hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then noble York, 'tis for a crown thou fight : 

As I intend, C rd, to thrive to-day, 

It grieves my ſoul to leave thee unaiild. [Exit War. 

C/½% What feeſt thou in me, 1414? why doſt thou 
pauſe ? 

Jork. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in love, 

Bat that thou art ſo fait mine enemy. 

Ci/. Nor ſhould thy proweſs want praiſe and eſteem, 

But that 'tis ſhewwn ignobiy, and in treaſon. 

Yori. So let it help me now againſt thy ſword, 

As I in juſtice and true right expreſs it. | 
CI. My ſoul and body on the action both. | 
York. A dreadful lay, addreſs thee inſtantly. [Fight. 

Clif. La fin couronne les oeuvres. Dies. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art LG ; | 
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Peace with his.ſoul, hea'vn, if it be thy will. [EZ x:. 


Enter young Clifford. 

7. Clif. Shame and confuſion ! all is on the rout : 
Fear frames diſorder, and diforder wounds 
Where it ſhould guard. O war! thou ſon of. hell, 
Whom angry heav'ns do make their miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance. Let no ſoldiers flie, 
He that is truly dedicate to war 
Hath no ſelf-love ; for he that loves himſelf 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, 
The name of valour. O let the vile world end, 
And the premiſed flames of the laſt day 
Knit earth and heav'n together. 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blaſt, 


Particularities and petty ſounds 


To ceaſe. Waſt thou ordained, O dear father, 
Fo loſe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
The ſilver livery of adviſed age; 
And in thy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruffian battle? Even at this fight 
My heart is turn'd to ſtone; and while 'tis mine, 
It ſhall be ſtony. Vr not our old men ſpares : 
No more will I their babes : Tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity, 
Meet I an infant of the houſe of /, 
Into as many gobbits will 1 cut it, 
As wild Medea young Ab/intus did. 
In cruelty will I ſeek out my fame. 
Come, thou new ruin of old C/iford"s houle : 
As did .#neas old Aucbiſes bear, 
So bear I thee upon my manly ſhoulders ; 
But then /Zneas bare a living load, 
Nothing ſo heavy as theſe woes of mine. 
[Exit, bearing off his Father, 
Enter Richard Planiagenet and Somerſet, to f2ht. 
R. Plan. So, lye thou there: Somerſet 1c Kill a. 
For underneath an ale-houſe paltry ſign, 


The caſtle in St. Abant, Somer/et | 
| Hath 


Hath made the wizard famous in his JN 
Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful ſtill: 
Prieils pray for enemies, but princes kill. 
Fight. Excurſions. E nter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 
and others. 
Q. Mar. Away, my lord, you are ſlow, for ſhame a- 
way. 
K. Henry. Can we out run the heav'ns? good Mar- 
garet. 
2 Mar. What are you made of? you'll not fight 
nor fly: | 
Now 1s it manhood, wiſdom, and defence, 
'Fo give the enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly, 
[ Alarum afar off. 
If you be ta'en, we then ſhould ſee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes ; but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may, if not through your neglect,) 
We ſhall to Londa get, where you are lov'd, 
And where this breach now in our fortunes made 
May readily be ſtopt. 
Enter Clifford. 
Ci,, But that my heart's on future miſchief ſet, 
F would ſpeal: blaſphemy ere bid you fly; 
But fly you muſt : Incurable diſcomkt 
Reigns in the hearts of all our preſent parts. 
Away for your relief, and we will live 
To lee their day, and them our fortune give. 

Away, my lord, away. LE xeunt, 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet, 
Warwick, and Soldiers, with Drom and Colours. 

York. Of Salidbury, who can report of him ? 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contũſions and all bruſh of time; 
And like a gallant in the brow of youth, 
Repairs him with occaſion. This happy day 
Is not it ſelf, nor have we won one foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt. 

R. Plan. My noble father, 
Three times to-day I holp him to his horſe, 
Three times he ſtrid him; thrice I led him off, f 
Perſuaded him from any a act: 
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But flill where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in an homely houſe, 
So was his will in his old feeble budy. 
But noble as he is, look where he comes. 
Enter Sali:bury. 

Sal. Now, by my ſword, well haſt thou fought to-day ; 
By th' mais ſo did we all. I thank you, Richard, 
God knows how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death, 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have, 
"Fis not enough foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing nature. 

York. I know our ſafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent court of parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the writs go forth. 
What 4 lord Warwick, ſhall we after them ? 

Wir. After them! nay, before them, if we can, 
Now by my hand, lords, 'twas a glorious day. 

St. Albau's battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be enterniz'd in all age to come. 

Sound drum and trumpets, and to Landon all, 

And more ſuch days as theſe to us befal. [Exeunt, 


